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ONE part of Ahe is uſually paſſed in 
reviewing the otber e the following Poems were 
| written in that early period of it, on which we 
are accuſtomed to lool back with more than uſual 
pleaſure. They are collected in a volume, ax 
meniorials of perſons and of ſcenes, that recat 
the moſt grateful ſenſations to the mind; they d- 
mand no praiſe, baving never been profeſſedly 
written to obtain it, and they bope to eſcape cen 
ture, as trifles by which the cares of a buſy life: 
were diverted or aſſuaged. 


Janvary r4th, 1797. 


To Mus. ANN PENN, 
On a party given by that Lady, 1785. 


To teach the wafte to bloſſom like the roſe, 

And, by inſtructing, conquer ſavage foes: 

To ſcatter knowledge o'er the dreary plain, 

And guard a people from oppreſſionꝰ's chain. 

By laws and government humane and juſt, 

To vindicate a people's plighted truft ; 

The laſting pillars of a ſtate to found, 

On liberty and virtue's ſolid ground. 

If acts like theſe can give a title fair 

To Fame's high archieves, Penn muſt flouriſh 
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"As long as Dela ware's majeſtic tide, 
Or gentler Schuylkill's, mall thro? vallies glidez 
While rurrets riſe upon their pedpPd ſhores, 

Or plenteous harveſts yield abundant ftores, 

Fach various bleſſing ſtill aſcrib'd to Penn, 

shall raiſe his value to the race of men. 

As taught by him, at firft the ſavage mind, 
Glow'd with refpe& for manners more refin'd: 
So his deſcendants, with ſucceſſive toil, 

Adorn'd and polith'd the uncultur'd foil. 

"The charms of muſic and the graceful dance, 

"The cauſe of ſcience were compell'd t' advance, 

And by aſſiſtance of their cheerful powers 

The wild was cultivate, and deck'd the bowers. 

The ſwan of Schuylkill then attun'd his lyre 

To ſtrains, which Lanſdown's hill and woods in - 

ſpire: 

The joyous land accorded to the ſound, 

And echoed harmony and peace around, 

Till war, deftruQive war! with ftreams of gore, 

Had Rain'd the rivers, and the deathful ſhore. 

Then fled the arts, the muſes, and the loves, 

To diſtant thades, or more propitious groves, 
in peace reſtor'd them, and at Anna's hall 

They flock'd obedient, to their patrons call. 
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There now methinks, I ſee the graceful band, 
Whoſe names adorn the annals of the land; 
Combine its glories, to diſplay afar | 
For arts as famous, as admir'd in war. 
here Franklin too, from Gallia's ſplendid throne, 
Admires the radiance that ſurrounds our own. 
When youthful Allen of majeſtic mien, 

Seems as the moves of every beauty queen, 
And by refinements of a poliſh'd mind, 

As if to decorate a throne, deſign'd: 

Her notes divine on every boſom pore, 

Thee ſofteſt tranſports when the Rtrikes Azore; 
The keys melodious bend beneath ber ſway, 
And as ſhe bids, pathetic are, or gay, 

The cards, as if alive at her command, 
Drop on the green from ev'ry player's hand; 
And ev'n the air its paſſive homage pays, 
With aweſul ſilence honoring her lays, 

Say Jones ſo 1kiIPd in all the healing art, 
Whence comes this pow'r of muſic o'er the heart, 
This ſoft vibration, and this pleaſing thrill, 
That ſpeak the influ'nce of her magic {kill ? 
Is it ſome ſpark of the primeval fire, 

Left to conduct us to th? angelic choir? 
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Some ray ſuperior—emanation ftrong, 
To lead us to thꝰ abodes of joy and ſong ; 

Or, mid the damps and miſts of earth to fteer, 
The ſoul immortal, to its native ſphere. 
And thou, O Penn! who in thy myſtic cell, 

Far from the noiſe of cities lov*ſ to dwell ; 
Left for a moment is thy lonely thade, | 
To mark the progreſs which the arts have made: 
Since firſt thy anceſtor had plow*d the main, 
To plant his children on this ſylvan plain, 
To now that Pennſylvania's manly race, 
Amid the nations have aſſum'd their place. 
O may ſuch views thy boſom oft inſpire l 
With with to emulate thy noble fire, - 
Whoſe manners fimple—and whoſe patriot ſoul 
Have ſpread his fame, to carth's remoteſt pole; 
And here, in letters of immortal fame, 
On Pennſylvania's annals fix'd his name. 


To Miss ABBY WILLI NG. 


Say, my good friend, what ibould the mind 
controul, | 

Pervert the reaſon or ſubdue the ſoul ? 

Shall love or friendſhip, honour, wealth or pow'r, 

Deſtroy the pleaſures of the tranquil hour? 

Alas! in love, how few can ſay they know 

The tide of pleaſure quite unmix'd with woe; 

And friendſhip's charms, tho? ſo divinely fair, 

How oft the faſhions of this world impair. 

Honours—what are they but a pailing bell, 

To *moniſh children how their fathers fell? 

And what is wealth, that mortals, madly bold, 
Explore new worlds, and ranſack old for gold? 
When at the touch ot that grim tyrant death, 
Our hoarded treaſures vaniſh with our breath z * 
And power, ye Gods, who can deſire to ſhare, 
ro wade through depths of obloquy and care; 
To feel ingratitude and envy's rage, ; 

Or fill a column in invective's page. 
"Tis only virtue can true bliſs impart, 
Aſſuage the throbbings of the troubled heart, 
B 2 
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Delight the hours that meditat brings, 

And pour out pleaſures from number'd ſprings. 
Our ſocial walks it ftrews with every flow'r; 
Nor can ev'n death its energy devour : 

Then moſt the firm companion of our way, 
With ſkies ſerene it guilds the ſetting day: 


Its rays irradiate and diſperſe the gloom, 


And light our paſſage to the ſilent tomb. 

Sec humble Martin, with a mind humane, 
Borne down by envy, and the ſport of pain; | 
If he, tho* uſeful, finds an early bier, 

Virtue attentive, decks it with a tear. 
True to his afhes, ſee the fair one prove 
' unmeaning cuſtoms of this world above: 


She loves to guard his memory from the grave, 


And ftands oppos'd to fell oblivion's wave. 
Behold her ſcek in Oſwald page to ralſe, 

An artleſs monument to Martin's praiſe. - 
And you, my friend, who ſo deplor'd his fate, 
His life ſo uſeſul, and its tolls ſo great, 

Have only prov*d that lovely in your eyes 

Is honeſt merit, tho? in grief it dles. 
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To Mas. BRODEAU, 
On ber School for Young Ladies, 


How ſweet the taſk to teach the infant heart, 
The love of virtue and the powers of art: a 
To touch the ſoul with muſic's ſofteſt lay, 
And early bid the paſſions to obey. | 
To make the landſcape on the canvaſs rife, : 
And virtue annals place in beauty's eyes? 
To teach the falt in lit'rature to ſhine, 
And with new graces every thought combine, 
Far diſtant lands in geography to view, 
And ſcience in each flow'ry path purſue. 

To thee, Brodeau, this genꝰrous taſk's afſign'd; 
Thy ardour fixes and employs thy mind. 
Oh! in the lives of thy fair pupils, ſhare 
The joyful harveſt of thy pious care. 

What joy to think where late the ſavage, ftray'd 
Or lay inglorious in his native ſhade, 
Now taught by thee, the infant ſtrikes the lyre, 
And poliſh'd manners added, grace acquire. 
'"Thence diſtant regions gradually improve, 
And rude retreats become the muſes grove. 
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Wide, and more wide, the * extends; 
Improves the vlrtuous and the vicious mends. 

And as thy pupils ſeparate, they bear, 

Where eber they go, the lamp of knowledge there. 
Thus thall old time another Rome behold, 

Of greater virtue than &er knew the old: 

And hiſt'ry, weeping o'er the wrecks of Greece, 

Conſole poſterity with our increaſe. 

In all that dignifies the human frame, 


Or adds to nations excellence or fame. 
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To E LIZ A, 
On ſceing her abroad early in the morning · 


As areft in beauteous, tho? in fimple charms, 

Aurora riſes out of Titan's arms, 

Or from the dawnings of the morning's ray, 

You tell the glories of the finiſh'd day 

Or as the roſe, ſweet flow'r that decks the thorn, 

In maiden bluſhes emulates the morn. 

With dew beſpangled on the velvet green, 

In modeſt ſtate of ev*'ry flow'r the queen: 

So you, Eliza, in this early hour, 

With mild ſimplicity's reſiſtleſs power, 

Shew that the charms of borrow'd pomp or art, 

Have no attractions to ſubdue the heart, 

Compar'd with thoſe which innocence beftows, 

And like Minerva's ſhield around you throws. 
Oh ! from the world of bugneſs, and of care, 

Far from the walks where crowd the blooming 

fair, 

Where maſts of ſhips appear the only trees, 

And cumbrous ſtores exclude the gentle breeze, 

Where plodding int'reft fill alive to gain, 

From ſcenes of pleaſure banithes the ſwain, 
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How ſweet to fly to where yon elms extend 
Their friendly branches and their ſhadow lend. 
Oh bleſt Eliza! in ſuch thades as theſe, | 
To taſte the ſweets of privacy and caſe; 
Whilft others pant beneath the burning line, 
And long for quiet, and a home like thine. 
"Tis yours to taſte in the old Caſtle's walls, 
A joy unknown to palaces or balls. - 
May ev'ry day to you freſh pleaſures bring, 
And all your life be grateful as the ſpring ; 
A life of peace, of innocence, of love, 
Such as will fit you for thoſe groves above, 
Where crown'd with laurels of undying tame, 
Repoſe cach great and venerable Name. 


oC um «© HS 
To M1ss ALLEN, 
On a twelfth night party. 


Is it a dream—or to what diſtant bower, 

Are fled the genil of the recent hour? 

Who now I thought in gay aſſembly here - 
With dance and muſic, introduc'd the year. 
Bright as the flars which light the heav'nly floor, 
When night's broad mantle veils creation oer; 
Methought I ſaw their eyes collected fire, | 
Inlume my dwelling, and the muſe inſpire, 

While loſt the former ſolitary ſcene, 

I heard a king proclaim'd, and hail'd a queen 
The lovely Allen cloth*d in robes of White, 
Tho? like Urania's ſeem%d with ſpangles bright: 
With pow'r ſupreme, commanded ev'ry ſtring, 
Her magic touch to teel, and joyful fing, 

Bards of immortal name, a ſplendid throng, 
From neighb”ring ſcats o*crhear'd the tunefulſong, 
And as in trees of old the Dryads dwelt, 

Each in his ſep'rate volume living felt. 

'The pow'rful influ*nce of her ſong divine 
Taught like their own, by the Immortal nine, 
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But, where is fled th? imaginary reign, 
The king harmonious, and his ſubject train? 
The loves, the graces, ances, and the ſong, _ 
All are diſpers'd, the fields of air among; 
The filent ſtatues wear a colder gloom, 
And look like images that guard a tomb; 
The keys dejeted mourn their Anna's fight, 
The-murm'ring ftrings afford no more delight, 
Each parting friend adds to my lonely ſhade, 
Now, by their abſence more ſequeſter'd made, 
Mem'ry alone, in pity to my grief, 
Brings pleaſures paſt, to give me now relief, 
With cheerful hope of ſtedfaſt eye and keen, 
Who in the furure loves to gild the ſcene. 
And thus, Oh Fortune ! doft thou lead the ſoul 
In queſt of happineſs, from pole to pole; 
Juk as the light'nings flath the trav'ller's ſight; 
Aſſiſts a moment, and then ſinks in night; 


y © = M & 13 


Lines written extempore on à debate which 
bad talen place between two gentlemen on 
the naming of a country ſeat, to wwhich one 
of them meant to take a lady be had lately 

married ;—one gentleman was for calling 
the place ELY $10 M—robich was the mar- 
ried gentleman ; the other liked better the 
appellation of AUBURN being given to it ; 
on which I wrote as follows : 


Wuar matters the name that we give to 
the place, 
Where Anna is pleas'd to reſide; 
Where beauty and love attract every grace, 
What joy mult attend on the bride ? 


sweet Auburn dejected, deplores in her ſong, 
The lo of her nymphs and her ſwains: 

The name, how unfit to the court to belong, 
Where hymen his levy ordains, 
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1 Elyſium, the? ſoft and melodious in ſound, 
4 Is aſcrib'd to the regiohs on high: 

3 And mortals in vain th' attempt ever found 
To find it beneath the blue ſky. 

| wulle friendſhip and love are pleas'd to retire 
With Anna and all her gay train, 


How great is the fo!ly by names to aſpire, 
The charms of her home to explain? 
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Written at the Roſe Club, beld at Mr. Shoe 


maker's Place on SR in the Summer 


* 


1785. 


Ou vie retreat! whoſe freſh and friendly 
breeze, ) 

Delights and fans us from ſurrounding trees: 

Behold a band of vent'roug.ane of trade 

Joy once a week to h welcome ſhade; 

Here, for a day, iy ſcene, 

And laugh at form, Va and {p!cen. 
Oh! while libations y 2 vine, 
Expand our fancies and aur thodshts reſine, 

May every power of ſocial mirth and love, 
Inſpire the meeting from ti idalian grove, 

With ſuch a flow of harmony divine, 

As ſuits the product of the gen'rous vine. 
Oh while it ſparkles in the chryftal glaſs ! 
By name devoted to ſome fay'rite laſs, 

May peace attend, and on its dove-like wing, 
Bring all the pleaſures of the blooming ſpring. 
And thou, Oh Neptune] on thy ſubject ſeas 
Protea the barks our commerce truſts to thee. 
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Let all the winds with 8 propitious gale, 
Combine to haſten every wand'ring ſail, 
And waft, in ſpite of Britons or of Moore, 
Our ftarry enſign to the furtheſt ſhores. 

Far from ſuch rural graſs grown banks as theſe 
Be all that bids the mind contract or freeze ; 
Far be the party feud, or ftateſman's aim, 
By wild ambition to erect his name: 
But patriot minds and honeſt hearts be ours, 
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Ak HYMN' To THE SUN, 


Tranſlated into Engliſh werſe from a fires 
ſereen in the French language, in pe 
fron of bis excellency Benjamin Frank 
lin, Eq. | | 


* 
ON ONE $IDE, 
9 
of 


On ſpring of life ! when periſh'd ev'ry flow'r 

That decks my temples, M youthful hour; 

When taſte and genius whit your bloom inſpire, 

Shall by the icy hand of age expire: 

Oh age relentleſs | when thy hand ſhall firew 

My face with wrinkles, and my head with ſow; 

When bent my body by the weight of years, 

I ſeck the trees which now my fancy rears. 

Ye waving foreſts, in whoſe ſportive ſhade 

Pve watch'd your growth, from plants which 1 
had laid ; 

When fond remembrance ſhall at life's decline 

My weary footſteps, to your arms incline, 

And I entreat with hollow murm'ring ſound, 

one friendly branch to bear me o' er the ground; 
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What ſource of joy ſhall then remain ſor me, 
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One branch refuſe not to my fault*ring pray'r, 
My ſteps to ſteady, and my weight to bear. 
Oh in that hour, ſo ſolemn and forlorn! 


The night ſequeſer'd of ſo bright a morn; 
When all the world my trembling ſteps ſhall ſhun, 


And !ife's laſt ſands ſeem from my glaſs to run; 


All animating Sun to gaze on thee, 
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ON THE OTHER SIDE, 


Ou Sun ! the ſoother of decrepid age, 
Whoſe radiant orb can beſt its gloom aſſuage, 
To thee I haſte; and, while my grateful heart, 
Its ſilent plaudit does to God impart, 

With tort'ring pace I feek the approach of day, 
My whiten'd locks in thy bright beams to lay; 
And from the ſplendour of thy chearing fire, 
The ſparks rekindle that would elſe expire. 
Thy gen'rous rays ſhall urge the ſanguine tide, 
Its languor quicken, and its torpor chide. 

And when at evening hour the day is fled, 

And death his ſcythe ſeems waving o'er my head: 
Oh then, when life's laſt whiſper ſeems to play 
Upon my livid lips—as loth to ſtray 

To thee, my arms extended, thall implore, 
ThatHeav'n would grant one wiſh—l aſk no more} 
That all the wheels of life may glibly play, 

Till from the horizon finks thy lateſt ray. 
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To a young Lady, on ſeeing ber at Church 
Sunday March 26, 1786. 


How beauteous, Anna, tis to view 

The fair aſſemble, in a pew, 

Within the conſecrated ground, 

The praiſes of his name to ſound; 

Who governs Nature by his laws, 

And claims of right its juſt applauſe. 

Then bloom and beauty all conſpire, , 

To fan devotion's hallow'd fire, 

And waft his praiſes to the ſkies, 

Whoſe bloom and beauty never dies. 
Sce Anna, every budding flow'r | 

In its beſt manner own his power: 

No ſooner do their colours glow, 

But all before his face they blow, 

And feign would deck his mighty throne, 

But that its beauties formed their own. 
See all rhe foreſts wave their tops 

To him from whom their freſhneſs drops; 

They all combine in lofry ſtrain 


To waft his glories vcr the plain, 


nne 


And teach the ſhepherds, in their ſhade, 

To love him, who their branches made. 
See rivers flow in peace along, 

Or, on their margin, hear the ſong : 

For him the ſong delights to glow, 

Who firſt their waters taught to flow. 
If carth her velvet carpet ſpreads, 

Or float the breezes o'er our heads: 

Do azure ſkies or ſtarry nights, 

Afford their pale or ſplendid lights: 

enants of the field 

We fource of comfort yield— 

is ſupreme command, 

the world within his hand. 
This Aund Rude, and grateful pays 

Him homage, who has crown'd her days 

With ſuch a lavith tide of joy, 

As always does her heart employ 

Whene'er at church amid the throng, 

She hears the organs wake the ſong 

To him, who formed her with ſuch care, 

That the might ſhine a pattern there. 
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To Taz Rev. SAM, Mad Aw, D. D. 


On returning bim a cloak borrowed of bim 
one night returning from bis bouſe through 
a guſt of wind and rain, September 1786. 


'Traxxs to my friend whoſe cloak thro? night 
And wind and rain protects my way: 
Oh that (Elias like) it might 
His ſpirit to my own convey! _. 
That gentle ſpirit mild and wiſe, þ 
That beams with virtue's rays | | 
Might lead me to its deftin'd ſkieg,” * 
And fix me in the ſplendid feghews - 
Through clouds of errors here below, 
 *Twould guard me ſafe and ſure along; 
And after life a crown beftow, 
'The armies of the juſt among. 

But ſince the with is form'd in vain, 
Long be his gen'rous friendſhip mine, 
To guide me through life's beating rain, 

And fill with glory its decline, 
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On ſceing @ young Lady ' ſbed tears at the 
Farewell ſermon of the Rev. Dr, White, 
Octo er 29, 1786. 


How get thoſe tears which fall from mo- 
6 deft eyes; | 

As gentle dews from April's melting ſkies ! 

Theſe, bounteous Heaven does on the earth 

beſtow, | 

Freſh bloom and verdure o'er its lap to throw. 

Thoſe - beauty pays as merits choiceft meed, 

To urgeeach great and venerable deed. 

Fain would the muſe collect them in an urn, 

And keep them—ſacred to her bite“ return. 

What Pearls more precious could the mitre grace, 
Or ſhed a brighter luſtre o'er his face? 

Than liquid gems which fell from beauty's eyes, 

Of worth at once the tribute and the prize, 
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| On a late examination beld by the Viſitors of 
the Toung Laie Academy in the city of 
Philadelphia, on the Scholars? proficiency in a 
the various branches of literature taught 
there; while the Viſitors were engaged in 
the diſtribution of Premiums to ſuch as ex« | 
celled, a little Bird flew into the School, 
and was taken by one of the Viſitors, 
when it vas propoſed to give the Bird as 
a Prize, or to let it go as the Young La- 
| dies might determine: when, on being put 
9 | . #o the vote, liberty was unanimouſly accords 
» ed the Bird; on which occaſion the follows 


ing lines were written. 
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i As late a beauteous bird did ftray, 
The fields of liquid air among, 
He chanc'd to ſpy upon his way, 
Of little girls a claflic throng. 
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And faw, az ev'ry ſcholar roſe, 
Her ſtore of learning to diſplay, 
That premiums were adjug'd to thoſe 
Who beſt deſerv'd to wear the bay. 
The lovely bird of golden plume, 
Delighted with the ſweet defign, 
Burſts on the academic room, 
And doesg—himſelf a prize reſign. 
& while he flutters on the glaſs, 
And ſoon expects a miſtreſs fair; 
But hears, exulting, every laſs, 
For freedom's ſacred rights declare. 
None there were found who lov'd to keep, 
A bird good in galling chain: 
For hifry taught them how to weep, 
O'er fell oppreſſion's iron reign. 
Fair knowledge not to them in vain, 
Had open'd wide her lib'ral page: 
They knew not how to ſport with pain; 
They lov'd not muſic from a cage. 
Themſelves adorn'd with claſſic bays, 
With freedom they the wand'rer crown: 
And now, amid the groves, his lays 
Proclaim afar their juſt renown, 
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Ofr as they thro* the woods prolong, 
'Cheir morning or their evening walk; 
For them he tunes his aftleſs ſong, 
Or liſtens to their harmleſs talk. 
His ev'ry ftrain he does compole, | 
To learning and to freedom's praiſe: 
One he to the other owes, 
And both now dignify his lays. 
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Os the Anniverſary of the Nativity of our 
Lord, 1786. 


Hur glorious day ! thy lov'd: return I hail, 

And wiſh its rites—did o'er the world prevail; 

Wide as the earth=cxtends her peopled plain, 

Or rolls its waters, the majeſtic main! 

On thy auſpicious morn, the angels ſung, 

That hymn fo worthy of a ſeraph's tongue; 

Glory and honor be to God on high ! 

And peace to man—heneath th* empyreal ſky. 

Oh! happy Shepherds! whom celeſtial light, 

Then found attending on your flocks by night; 

To you was firſt announc'd the joyful day, 

Which did a Saviour to his flock convey. 

Yourears enraptur'd, hcard th* harmonious ſtrain, 

The choirs of Heaven, then wafted o'er the plain; 

Much honor'd Shepherds! thouſands fince are 
born, 

Who'd giv'n their allt“ have ſeen this brilliant 
morn: 

But this denied=they ev'ry year renew, 

Its lov'd memorial with applauſes due. 
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But twelve ſhort months, their ſtated courſe 
have ran, | = yy 
$ince rev'rend Farmer *-=thus the day began: 
Beſide the altar—in his robes array'd, 
Its dawn he waited, in night's ſolemn ſhade: 
Around him throng*d—the plous poor he lov'd, 
Whoſe griefs he ſoften'd--and whoſe zeal ap- 
prov'd. 

Meanwhile the ftars, beſtow'd their rays ſerene, 
The night's pale regent, glorying in the ſcene ; 
since then the Sage has left theſe humble ſhades, 
And other worlds, and nobler orbs pervades; 
Where hoſts of angels ſtrike their filver lyres, 
And watt their incenſe from unnumber'd fires. 

Oh Death! when at thy call I alſo ſhare 
The tomb thy mandate does for all prepare ; 
There may I celebrate this feſtal day 
Where ſaints and ſeraphs thus their homage pay: 
inn then on earth, I ſeek, in feeble lays, 

To mingle mine, with bleſt immortals praiſe, 


* 
* The Rev. Ferdinand Farmer, a clergyman of 
great merit and examplary piety, who died the 
17th of Auguſt, in the 66th year of bis age. 
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To ru RicuT Rev. Da. WHITE, 
On bearing pronounced bis excellent diſcourſe 
in praiſe of Examplary Picty, May 6, 
1787. 


Tur voice to hear the pious life commend, 
Is but attention to thy own to lend; 

From early youth this lovely plant it bore, 
And as it grew, it fill to Heav'n would ſoar. 
A growth illuftrious—which the mind may teach, 
A love of virtue words could never reach, 
On long be peace and health and pleaſure thine! 
Till like the ſun's, thy uſeful day decline; 

Till like that orb--which guilds thy diftant ſkies, 
Its lights to gladden other worlds ariſe, 
Meanwhile thy name ſhall bere remain the theme 
| Of fond aſſection and of juſt eſleem: 

Through future ages ſhall un'miniſh'd thine, 
And lead and decorate our Prelate's line. 
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To Mas. LIVINGSTON, 
' 
On bearing that Lady play on the Guta. 
As late 1 wand'red thro! the night, 
Admiring Cynthia's glow ; | 
Surveying with unmix'd delight, 
The ſtars reſplendant ſhew. 
At once arreſted by the charm 
Of muſic's heav'nly ſound, 
I thought that ſome celeſtial arm 
Had fix'd me to the ground. 
I thought that from ſome angel near 
The pleaſing accents came; 
They pour'd ſuch tranſport on the ear, 
They wak'd ſo ſoft a flame. 
Till more attentive as I grew, 
And more and more admir'd, 
"Twas Livingſton's ſweet voice I knew, 
Which her guitar inſpir'd. 
Oh ! long may the with notes like theſe 
Enchant the ſetting day; 
The moon's effulgeance ſure muſt pleaſe, 


Where all the graccs playl 
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To Miss PEGGY CHEW, 
With a Bow of "Ribbon found after 4 
dance, and ſuppoſed to belong to that young 
Lady, 


As ſome rude. tower, with moſs or ivy crown; 
Seems as if pining o'er its paſt renown; 

O'er days when to the ſkies its turret roſe, 

And ſeem'd to ſcorn all elemental foes; 

Or, as in Weſtminſter of ancient fame, 

The marble monuments around proclaim, 

The paſſing glories of ſucceſſive reigns, | 
Whoſe only remnants, now its carth contains; 
80, this ſad veſtige, only emblem left, 

To ſooth the mind of latent joy bereft, 

Serves but to ſhew, how pleaſures paſs away, 
Like morning dews—betore Apollo's ray. , 
If I miſtake not—'tis the accompliih'd Chew, 
To whom this ornamental bow is due ; 

Its taſte like hers, ſo neat, ſo void of art 

Juſt as her mind, and gentle as her heart. 

I haſte to ſend to reſume its place, 

For beaux ſhould ſorrow o'er a bow's diſgrace; 
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n 8 
On ber Marriage. 


'R:snons and bows of late engaged the muſe, *% 
But nobler themes now elevate her views: 
«A fairer knot by love and hymen tied— | If 
A laurelPd hero-an accompliſh'd bride. 
Theſe claim the ſong—and oh ! for Shenfſtone's 
byre | 
To form the verſe, which ſuch a pair inſpire. 
The pomp of war, and all its terrors o'er, 
Now peace and joy adorn our verdant ſhore. 
The ſoldier, train'd no more to camps and arms, 
Now finds his recompenſe in beauty's charms, 
The patriot boſom glows with purer fires, 
With ſofter wiſhes, and more ſweet defires : 
With trophies crown'd he quits the hoſtile field ; 
And long victorious— tis his turn to yield; 
To yield—but only to that gentle ſway, 
Which Gods have felt, and heroes muſt obey, 
Howard ! a name for ever dear to fame, 
In every age ſhall new diſtinctions claim; 
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In our's as famous * in compaſſion's cauſe, 
Or in defence + of injur'd freedom's laws. 
As when in tournaments or fights renown'd, 
Great Surrey t with their bays the muſes crown'd 
Alike It ſhines in virtues, mild or brave, | 
Form'd to delight a country or to ſave. 
oh ! with freſh honors crown'd may it deſcend, 
"The ftream of time til! time itſelf ſhall end; 
Nor ever the propitious tide decline, 
Till human joys are loſt in the divine. 


* 


* Mr. Howard ſo celebrated for bis bumane 
attention to priſons. 


t Colonel Howard —- married to the lady to 
m theſe verſes were inſcribed ; a gentleman 
who greatly diſtinguiſhed bimſe f as a gallant 


and brave officer in the late conteft for freedom 
in America, 


T Henry Howard, Farl of Su , evho com- 
manded at the famous battle of Modden Field, and 


was not leſs dilinguiſhed as an officer than as a 
goet. | 


% Matchleſs his pen, viforious was his lance, 
* Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance.” 


POPE, 
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To Mass MARKOE, 


On ber abſence from p Dance. 
Say, why amid the ſplendid rows, | 
Of graceful belies and polith'd beauxs, bk * 
Does not Markoe appear? x7 . 


Has ſome intruſive pain diſmay'd, | 
From feſtive ſcenes the lov'ly maid, 8 
, Or does the illneſs fear? 4 


Or was it that her gentle heart, 
Could not from thoſe lov'd ſcenes depart, 
Where with ſuch duteous ſkill, 
8he ſtrives a parent's hours to ſooth, 
The bed of pain with hope to ſmooth, 
And all ity gricfs to till? 


Or was it that in converſe gay 
With Luhn, the paſt the hours away, 
Whoſe converſe ſo inſpires, 
' Whatever learning can ſupply 
To charm the ſcientific eye, 
Or kindle wiſdom's fires? 
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Or did ſhe love beyond the dance, 
Her {ill in muſic to advance, 

And ftrike the ſounding lyre 
To notes that might a ſtoic warm, 


And even her own ſweet hermit * charm 


To love and fond deſire? 


Whatever cauſe impell'd the falr, 
Her partner mourn'd, that abſent there, K. 
He ſought the nymph in valn; 
And now retir'd-invokes rhe muſe, 
Not her aſſiſtance to refuſe, 
To tell Markoe his pain; 


. Beattie's Hermit, a favourite fung. 
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Lines in bonour of 


NIIss ELIZA, WILLING, 


Out hat thou ſeen among the thining rows, 
Of pdliſh'd belles and of accompliſh'd beauxs, 
A lovely nymph, of aſpect mild ſerene,. , 
Of manners gentle, and of modeſt mien ; 
In robe of pink, adorn'd with ſpangled gauze, 
From all the circle win deſerv'd applauſe ? 
Or haſt thou ſeen her when in white attir'd, 
With ſath of blue, ſhe every beaux inſpir'd, 
And look'd like ſhepherdeſs of Auburn's dale, 
Or like the ſpotleſs lilly of its vale \ 
Oh! if thou haſt and didft not paſſion feel! 
Thy boſom ſure muſt have been form'd of ſteel; 
But if delighted ſuch a nymph Yobey, 
Thy heart was conſcious of her gentle ſway : 
Then haſte with me—in ſearch of flowers be 
icen, 
And robe in vernal honors bcauty's queen. 


* 
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To Miss SOPHIA CHEW, 
With a Rye Bud, Famary:7, 1787. 


Tuts roſe bud, my friend, 1 * 
floor, 

When the muſic, the dance, and the ſinging was 

ober; 1 

$0 ſweet its appearance, ſo blooming its be, 

I could not ſuppoſe but its owner was you: 

I therefore have ſent it, once more to reſume | 

Its place on thy boſom, where ſafe let it bloom, 

Till ſpring, crown'd with garlands, ſhall bring 
other poſies, f 

Then theſe muſt give way to more natural roſes ; 

Which, form'd with more _ and more beauty 

to ſhine,” 

Have charms better faſhion'd to mingle with 

thine, r 


? 
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To Mas. BINGHAM, | 
With the Hiftory of the Count de 81. Julian, 


To Anna theſe lines 1 addreſs, 

With ſtory of fanciful woe; 

For fancy muſt form the dittreſs, | | 
That Anna is deftin'd to know. 


The Gods have ordain'd that our days 
Some tint of dejection ſhall wear, 

And ſo for their favourites raiſe, _ 
In others misfortunes a ſhare. 5 5 


To Anna, ſo bleſt, they impart. 
To checquer her beautiful hours, 

The throbs of a bountiful heart, 
And ſweet ſenſibllity's powers. 


Go on, lovely fair, till to pay 
To others hard fortunes the ſigh, 
While thine ever pleaſing and gay, 
No cauſe for complaining ſupply. 


Smooth then and harmonious ſhall glide, 
Thy life's ever peaceable courſe, 

While angels watch over the tide, 
And conduct it, like theirs, to its ſources 
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. To M1 88 BRODEAU, 
With a Bunch of Flowers. 


T's Flora fends theſe beauteousflowers, - 


On Anna's breaſt to Moom; 
#he'd add to Anna's magic pom. 
| But love has left no room. 
5 


4 
4 


T 
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Addreſſed to Miſe Langley at Bethlehem, on 
the Socizty of the Unitar Fratrem in that 


How meet the lot of thoſe who far from noiſe, 
By mountains guarded—tafte the rural joysz 
Each in her celſ—each in her work content, 

No love perplexes, and no beaux torment, 

In ſocial throngs the ſiſters fall to reſt ; 

Nor balls nor faſhions ever pain the breaft : 

By Lehi's ftream they take their harmleſs way, 
As birds fo innocent-as lambs ſo 
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Wulle at the approach of a 


hour 
Th? aſſembled tribes to Hea awful pow'r, 
Their adoration and thei ge Pays 
For all the comforts of the g day. 


Thus, long in peace, in innocence they dwell, 
Tin all entomb'd within the graſs grown cell, 
A ſimple marble ſhall their date rehearſe, 


And claim the tribute of clegiac verſe. 


4 
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« grove, 
To all the raptures of celeſtial love, 
In his high courts, who once on earth was ſeen,” 
For love of man, a child on Bethlehem's green; 
But now aſcended on his brilliant throne, 
Hears ſaints and angels his dominion own, 
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42 
To Taz Rev. Dx. ANDREWS, 


On my Recovery from Sichneſz, Fanuary 22, 
| 1787. 
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Tursr evening hours that roll ſo ſoft along, 
Recall my friend, and animate my ſong : 

This humble tribute, I at leaſt will pay, 

At Andrew's feet to place one grateful lay. 
Oh gen'rous pair ! whoſe ſympathetic flame, 
Can grief Uiſarm, and even illneſs tame, 

Accept the ſong—to none more juſtly due, 
Than to thoſe virtues which diftiaguiſh you. 

Hath piety a charm—or friendſhip pow'r 

To cheer the languor of the penſive hour? 

Can all the mode& grac love inſpire, 

Or innocence and learning praiſe acquire ? 

Then your's it is, in whom collected ſhine, 

Whatever charms, this beauteous groupe com- 
bine. 

This let a neighbour and a friend atteſt, 
Whoſe painful moments late you ſooth'd to reſt, 
Whoſe heavieſt hours you taught jocund to flow, 
And ſpar'd to mirth=what elſe had ſunk to woe. 


i 
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Oh, be it yours! in num'rous years to ſhare, 
Whatever joys, you think, are worth your care 3 
Or if, in unexpected hour, an ill betide, 

May ſome engaging friend its length divide; 
Some friend like you—of boſom warm—ſincere, 
Who loves to ſhed the ſympathetic tear; 
And Rill intent to leſſen human woes, 
Wherever thorn appears, delights to plant the 
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To Mas. BRODEAU 
On Female excellence. 

Lay do you with to know 
Where the choice bleſſings grow} 
In a cottage plain and neat, 
The muſes and the graces ſeat z 
Where contentment guilds the cell, - 
And the ſocial virtues dwell ; 
Where a happy pair reſide, 
Free from avarice or 
Whoſe enjoyments allirefin'd, 


© $ooth and elevate the mind. 


Serena is the fair one's name, 
Nor does ſhe from anceſtry claim, 
A long deſcent of noble blood, 
But only habits plain and good. 
No carriage rolls for her its wheels; 
No crow'd of flatt'rers at her heels; 
No pompous foreign robe's diſplay, 
Takes trom her ſhape the charm away; 
No envious curtain's thin diſguiſe, 
Is drawn to veil her modeſt eyes: 
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But in celeſtial blue array'd, — 
You'd think from heav'n had come the maldy 
And when the ſtrikes the ſilver lyre, N 
That ſtill ſhe's of the angelic choir. ; 
sweet as the face of nature ſhines, 
The glowing picture the defigns + — 
Fair as the copperplate can ſhow 
The lines that from her pencil flow. 
No land or ſea remote or near, 
By name unknown affalls her ear; 
The globe's extent her mind has ſcan's 
And on a filken chart has plan'd. 
Nor is one language 1 
Thi beſt inſtructed in n: 
The polith'd French ſhe alſo knows, 
And ſweetly from her lips it flows. 
In hort, like ſome atrentive bee, 
A charm ſhe's ſtol'n from ev'ry tree: 
Nor does a ſource untried remain, 
From whence the might inſtruction gain. 
Now let me paint the youth, whom fata 
Hath deftin'd to ſo fair a mate: 
But here the pen arreſted ſtands, | 
I gaze around the ſingle bands, 5 
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And anxious aſk what youth firall dare, 
With ſweet Serena to compare. 

None of the hoſt is vainly ſeen, | 

To boaſt his manners or his mien; 

But all aſſiſt rhe wreathe to twine, 

And bid it round her temples ſhine. 


y 6 8 1 . #7. 


Acroftic, 
„ 


M oven Yother day by Chloe charm 
I nſpir't by radiant beauty's arms, 

s ome trophy to her name to raiſes - j 
8 ome lines to jingle in her praiſe 

My pen conftrain'd, where reaſon. led, 1 
o bey'd and wrote whateꝰ er the ſaid. Sa 
L et others boaſt of form and pride, " 
L ove here does all their pow'rs deride. 

Y ou in her ſmiles ſuperior ſee, 

H ow beauty and good fenſe agree; 

A nd nature to complete her fame, 

L ove's brighteſt charms has giv'n the dame 
br name. . 
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Line: writtea"in my Library. 


Ha for a moment ſlipt from care, 
From noiſe and buſtling crowds away, 
Sweet zephyrs waft the pureſt air, 
And bid the muſe attempr the lay. 


Full many an author on yon boards, 
That once divinely ſung or taught, 
Here offers me experienc'd hoards, 
And bids me think as once he thought. 


Here hiſt'ry's page unfolds the roll, 
That many a hero-ftateſman—play'd, 
How lovely virtue marks the ſcroll, 
Of vice how ſoon the laurels fade. 


Then haply here improve each hour, 
Call ſacred wiſdom to thy aid, 

Not then ſhall tedious moments low'r, 
Nor youth unprofitably fade. 


a 
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| To Miss MARKOE, 
On the Loſs of a pra Walk. 


Sex now, impending thows begin to fall, 

In ſheets of dreary white to cover all : 

Much, fears the muſe, the walking party's o'er, 
And all its pleaſures to be found no more. 

No more, ſaid I-but ſpring ſhall won diſplay 
Her charms renew'd in animating May : 

The birds, the flow'rs, the roſy veſted green, 
Shall, for the walk, prepare a finer ſcene. 
Mean while, Markoe, awake the tuneful lyre, 
With cheerful ſmiles adorn the winter's fire : 
The death of nature, and the ſenſe of froſt, 
Shall in the magic of thy ſongs be loſt, 

To beauty, winter ſhall refign her reign, 

And ere we feel it's force, ſweet ſpring ſhall 


F 
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On the Aniverſary of Maria's N. edding 


Day, January 9, 1782. 


Twas on this memorable day, - 
That Damoſi and Maria's hands, 

Prepar'd by love's commanding ſway, 
Were join'd in holy wedlock's bands. 

Let every nymph and every ſwain, 
Prepare a wreath to crown the pair; 


And with the lyre and tuneful ſtrain, 


Their merit and their worth declare. 


As oft as through the tranſient year 
This day thall take its courſe along, 
Let mirth and innocence appear, 
To raiſe the hymeneal ſong. 


80 fond, ſo couſtant and fo true, 
Were this dear youthful lovely pair, 
That every rapture ſeem'd their due, 
For nothing could in worth compare. 
What days and years thus gally paſt, 
In mirth, in dancing and in ſong; 
No ſigh or care the time o'ercaft, 
But finoothly flow'd the hours along» 


gay, cruel fortune, why to part, 
The conſtant pair didſt thou conſent; 
Ah ! ſoon unite and bleſs each heart, 
Which thou in ſorrow thus has rent. 


Ah! ſoon in folded wedded arms, 
Do thou the conſtant couple bind, 

And bid them tafte once more the charms, 
Of mutual love and peace of mind. 


Ne'er let this day again appear, 


Nor let its dawn again ariſe, 
Till Damon and Maria here, 


Shall joy to meet each orher's” eyes. 


If innocence or worth can gain, 
Thy favours or thy conſtant care, 
With rapture thou wilt bleſs the ſwain, 
And lead him to his darling fair. 


Then will we garlands form of flowers, 
In honor of the bridal day, 

With dance and ſong ſhall paſs the hours, 
While Damon and Maria ftay. 


Ye powers above, look down and hear, 
Our withes and our heartfelt prayers; 
Bid peace and love again appear, 
To dry our tears and ſooth our cares. 
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And when ye bid the conſt nt heart, 
Once more to own its fair one's ſway, 
Oh let not this fond cuuple part, 
Till death ſhall fix the fatal day 


Then in one urn their aihes place, 
While both their ſpirics mount on high, 
And hallow'd ever be the place, 
Where this dear conkant couple lie. 
There loves and graces oft thall meet, 
There flow'rets gay ſalute the air ; 
For love nor flow'rs have ought too ſweet, 
To decorate the charming paix. 
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On the Funeras of a Neighbour's Child, car- 
ried to the Grave by four little Girls, 
Auguſt 24, 1781. | 


How ſweet are the days that in infancy paſs, 
When our minds nought but innocence know, 

Then life looks as even as is the ſmooth glaſs, 
And death then no terrors can ſhow. | 

While we live, the fond parent protects us from 

pain, 

Our neighbours all boaſt of the child; 

The coyeſt of laſſes will then a kiſs deign, 
And bid our griefs huſh as ſhe ſmil'd. 


When at night we to reſt and to fleep muſt 
repair, * 
Our ears are enchanted with ſong ; 
Then lovely by, by, removes every care, 
And we dream quite unconſcious of wrong. 


If we die, by four nymphs to the grave we are 
* borne, » 
That look like ſweet angels in white; 
Our mem'ry by no cruel ſlander is torn, 
And we fly to mott perfect delight. 
F 2 
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When to manhood we reach how varied the ſcene, 
By vices and cares oft oppreſt, 

Then the torrent of paſſion beats heavy and keen, 
And no ſongs then muſt lull us to reſt. 


'The maid that we court oft flies with diſdain, 
And leaves the poor lover to mourn ; 
Then wreathed with cypreſs how dies the ſad 
ſwain, 
'To the grave then how loneſome is borne. 


Ah! why then ſo quick do thoſe moments fly, 
By youth and by innocence bleft ; 
When marbles and toys have ſuch charms for 
the eye, 
And our griefs are ſo tuned to reſt, 
Oft fancy recall thoſe gay fleeting days, 
That rolled ſo heedleſs alung; 
May the whole of my life but deſerve equal praiſe, 
And its tenor can never be wrong. 
And you, my ſweet fellow, that ſtill have the time, 
By artleſs endearments ſo bleſt, 
Ah! weep not—nor ſadden thus life's blooming 
prime, 
But your mind as your life be at reſt, 
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Your deareſt mama will remove every care, 
That your peace or your bliſs can deſtroy ; 
Then ceaſe, my fond boy, from all ſorrows beware, 
And the ſpring of your life oh enjoy. 


Full ſoon ſhall grave manhood its troubles 


impoſe, 
And bid you your paſtimes forſake; 
Then looſe not a moment while time quickly 
flows, 


But now every pleaſure partake, 
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To MARIA, 
On ber excellent conduct. 


I KNOW a fair one in this place, 


Endow'd with every female grace, 

That love or art can give: 
She's all that's pretty, all that's neat, 
Her mind is virtue's pureſt ſeat, 

There peace and goodneſs live. 


No gadding frenzy takes ker choice, 
But firitly ruled by rezſon's voice, 
She finds no bliſs to roam; 
A prattling boy her time beguiles, 
Mirth and good nature in his ſmiles, 
Awake each joy at home. 


No hideous dreſs this fair one wears, 
Not faſhions but a mother's cares, 
Engroſs her every hour: 
'To bleſs two aged parents days, 
Their lives Yextend, their hopes to raiſe, 
Employs her every pow'r. 
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If to the church her fect zepair, 
What true devotion marks her there 


While on her knees reclin'd; 


How lovely then ſome plain addreſa, 
To Heaven's high. throne her griefs expreſs, 


| And there each comfort find, 


Tho? like the roſe, her charms may fade, 
And grief draw o'er her bloom a ſhade, 
Her merit ill remains; 
Tho? beauty's flaſh may wound a heart, 
And love the ſubtle flame impart, 
— "Tis virtue forms its chains. 


Ah ! were not Heav'n fore'er ordain'd, 
To cheer the good that here are pain'd, 
Each pleaſure had been hers; 
But merit here a while muſt pine; 
With radiant lufire after ſhine 
The fate that the prefers, 


Yet ſoon ſweet peace ſhall him reſtore, 
Whoſe reſtleſs days thy eyes deplore, 
He ſoon ſhall grace thy arms; 
Love then thall bteſs the conſtant pair; 
To heal your ſorrows, be its care, 
To heighzen al your harm 
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Like fome ſweet flower at noon oppreft, 
14 oft at eve with beauty dreſt, 

60 ſhall your ſorrows fly; 
Your plaintive notes ſhall change their —_ 
And ie mirth and joy abound - 

Until you fleep 5 dle. 
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To MARIA, Sea p 


' On ſeting ber attend a Funeral early in the 
Morning, Auguft 1781. 


 Whar goodnefs dwells forever in that mind, 
How fond to eaſe the ſorrows of mankind : 
How oft the vifits the low drooping head, 
That tortur'd lies on yonder fickly bed. 
How oft the tries to cheet the plaintive breaft, 
o tune each paſſion to harmonlous reſt : 

Fain would the ffop the potent arm of death, 
And in irs flight arreſt the parting breath: 

But if in vain her every care appears, 

The laſt ſad duty pald, is with her tears. 

Oh faireſt pattern of exalted worth, 

That follow'ſt now the body to Its earth! 
When after many a pleaſing hour is paſt, 

You gally meet the happlett in the laſt : 

Full many a ſoul ſhall follow too your bier, 
And honeſt hearts ſhall grace it with a tear: 
That kind attention you to others pald, 

Shall not be wanting to ycur virtuous ſhade. 
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But while the crowd attentive ſhall demand, 

Who follow'd is by yonder mournful band: 

Tour friends, your neighbours, all the would 
reply, 

With tears unfeigned, rolling from each eye 

Nis Daphne's bier—ſhe felt for others woe, 

And in her breaſt did tender feelings glow. 

While cruel fortune tore her from her ſwain, 

She tried to ſooth her ev'ry neighbour's pain: 

Regardleſs of her own—ſhe flew to ſhare 

The griefs that others happineſs impair. 

Then feel for her—ye gentle ſpirits weep z 


Aud, guardian angeli—0'er her, vigil korp. 
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To Mas. BRODEAU, 
On her Family. 
Nor pan jt s when ns nung Or. 


brave the terrors of the vengeful ſky, 

With point erect, to dare the liquid fire, 
And Jove diſarm of his celeſtial ire; 
Yet might a mind form'd with the niceſt kill, 
And thoughts obedient to the jufteſt will, 
Could all the virtues or the graces charm, 
Your home were till ſecured from every harm : 
There ftill around might angry thunders roll, 
Where peace and virtue dignify the ſoul. 

Oh long, my friend ! protected from the ſtorm, 
May danger fly you in its cvery form : 
Safe be the ſhade! where ſo much kindneſs 

reigns 

such gentle manners and ſuch magic ſtrains, 
Where innocence and ſong the time divide, 
And leave no room for pageantry or pride : 
Where pureſt friendthip animates the day, 
And evening kears contented minſtrels play. 
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There, rofes twine your moſt ambroſial hewers, 

And fly on filken wings ye happy hours, 

An mou fair moon pale goddeſs of the night, 

Acroſs the porch extend thy ſoothing light, 

And, ev'n on earth, ſalute thee with an angel's 
lay! 


Tz. T7 
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Sax here, my friend, the ſplendid rol! of fame, 
Rich with the honors of each letter'd age: 

Thus does ſhe eternize the patriot's name, 

And thus exalt him in her brilliant page. 


What, tho“ the Implous, wicked and profane, « 
Do alſo float along the ſtream of time: 

Talents perverted did their annals tain, 
And form at once thelr glory and thelr crime. 


But ſee majeſtic how deſcend the good, 
By the green margin of each nation's ſhore, 

Repeated plaudits meet them on the flood, 
And hiftry's car, in triumph wafts them o'er. 


Death, not to theſe a being can deny, 

'I hey ſtill inſtruct the people by their light, 
Unfold their ſecrets to the ſtudlous eye, 

And tear the veil from ignorance's night. 
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How wiſdom's beams lrradlate the ſage, 
Who deeply ſkilled in all creation's laws; 
Her depths ſublime unfolded to hls. age, 
And thetite deduc'd the univerſal cauſe; 


How ſhines the würrlor, whoſe unwearled aim, 
Was all hls country's rights to aſcertain; 


Who not in conqueſts ſought an empty fame, 


But liberty and and virtue's ſolid reign. 


How ſweet the poet, whoſe melodious lays, 
The moral mingled with the faneled dream; 
Who merit honor's with the muſes bays, 
Or love and beauty made his artleſs theme. 


low great the parent of the healing art; 


Who knew to calm the fever's fatal rage; 
Who ſvoth'd the throbbings of the aching heart, 
And all the ills of ſickneſs did aſuage. 


Kut, above all, how glorious the divine, 
Who taught the ſoul its framer to adorem 
Who open'd to the world th' cxhauttleſs mine, 

Of pure religion's intellectual ore. 
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Superior far to all the worldly wiſe 
To all that pomp or vanity could give, 
They taught to gain an everlaſting prize, 
And how beyond the dreary grave to live. 


Nor theſe alone—around the ſocial joys, 
A firmer fence their heavenly ſyſtem threw; 
It calm'd the torrent of the paſlion's noiſe, 
And in its place brought innocence to view, 


All hail, ye ſaints, who, after cares like theſe, . 
Your incenſe foll'wing, have aſcended high ; 

Now, would I fame's triumphal clarion ſeize, 
And waft your plaudits thro? the vaulted ſky. 


But vain to you is all the muſe's ſong, 
stin travelling on thro? life's uncertain maze ; 
Notes, ſuch as angels ſing, to you belong; 
And to their harps you now attune your lays. 


Can we believe this venerable croud, 
Whoſe names illuſtrious, you may here hehold; 
The earth's dark caverns ſhall forever ſhroud, 
And that they flouriſh'd only there to mould. 
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If not—ah ſay ! to regions how auguſt, 
Are fled the minds of the immortal dead; 
While here remain the aſhes of the juſt, 
Where are their comprehenſive ſpirits fled? 


Here, oft in trophi'd hall, or cruſted dome, 
We ſee their ancient monuments remain; 
Put where is fix'd their everlaſting home? 
Or where the aſſemblage of their noble train ? 


Here they were ſeen, ſucceſſive times t'adorn, 
The year a Bacon died, a Boyle aroſe; 

But where awaken'd their celeſtial morn? 
What bowers are facred to their laſt repoſe? 


Behold, my friend—at Heaven's ſupreme com- 
mand, . 
ReveaPd religion does the myſt'ry ſcan, 
And points aloft with an inſtructive hand, 
The great the important deſtiny of man. 


Shews that rhe good of every clime and age, 
Shall reach the haven of perperual reſt, 

Where vice no more her cruel wars ſhall wage, 
Nor ſuffering virtue of her wreath diveſt, 
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Oh may ſome gale propitious, gently bear, 
Our tranquil ſpirits to this peaceful ſhore ! 
A Locke, a Newton, Addifun—are there, 
And who'd not follow—- where they've gone 
before. 
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On Chriſtmas Day 1788. 


Arr hai!, thou day celeſtial and ſerene, 

On whoſe bright morn Meſſiah firſt was ſeen ;. 
Once more thy dawn awakes my grateful lyre, 
And bids me pant for an Iſaiah's fire. 

Such force ſublime, of magic and of ſong, 

As to the day and ſacred theme belong: 
Meſſiall's born—at that triumphant ſound, 
Angels depart to tell their joy around. 

»Mid fields of air their ſilver harps are ſtrung, 
And this the burthen of each ſeraph's tongue 
Glory to God, and peace to man be given 
Such is the will of all creating Heaven. 

Oh ſay, ye orbs! that float in clouds of blue, 
What was your rapture at the ſplendid view? 
Ye glittering planets, what was then your ſong, 
When his bright ſtar illum'd your brilliant throng ? 
Ye happy ſhepherds, how ſincere your praiſe, 
When midnight darkneſs fled before his rays. 
Ye eaſtern Magi, whom no force detains 

From the low roof where his effulgcance reigns, 
To your ſweet myrri and frankincenſe I join, 
This artleſs verſe - beſt tribute that is mine, 
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Oh 8aviour of the world! roll on the time, 
When thou ſhalt cone lu majeſty ſublime, 
Not here In mangers, or in tables laid, 
But in the alr, by thy bright hotts convey'd. 
goon come the time when death his power 
ſhall yield, 
And thou remain wie vigor of the field, 
When mould'ring urns thy vital warmth hall 
; feel, 
And millions riſe at thy archanget's pealy 
When every nation ſhall confeſs to thee, 
And worlds that ſaw thy croſ=-ſhall 8 
nal ſee. 


To ANNA, 
With Flowers, 


To 4 damſel ſo falr, 
What flow'rs can compare ? 
Yet theſe would eſſay 
To add to her ſway, 
As emblems of ſpring, 
Thelr incenſe they bring, 
And fain would attire 
The queen of the lyre | 
Forbear, ye fond flowers, 
Retreat to your bowers, 
Or if you preſume, 
A place to aſſume, 
On a boſom ſo fair and ſo gay 
While there you diſplay, 


The treaſures of May, 


Ze ſure you my homage convey. 
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To run Rev. SAM. MAGAW. D. D. 


On bir leaving unread part of the Goſpel 
for the day, on Sunday befors after, 
Aarch 16, 1188. 


Ou ay, wy friend! was the amade rene 
Was it in vain you ſtrove unmow'd to ſhew, 
go black a ſcene of comprehenſive woe ? 
Did the full tide of grief tranſport the ſoul, |] 
Beyond the limits of the mind's controul. 
And ſpeech, by ſympathy, at once ſuppreſt, 
To ſolemn filence bid you leave the reſt? 

What wonder, if the tongue attempt in vain, 
Meſſiah's anguith calmly to explain; 
When ev'n the ſun, bright pageant of the day, 
Obſcur'd his face and ſunk in clouds away; 
When ſudden horror ſmote th* aſtoniſh'd rock 
And earth's firm boſom felt the gen'ral ſhock; 
When e' n the dead their ancient ſlumbers broke, 
Roſe from the tomb, and in amazement woke, 
Wondering that nature ſhould the wreck ſurvive, 
And dead its God=the world be found alive. 
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Oh nobleſt proof of mercy ſhewn to man 
Who can thy wonders ever hope to ſcan ; 
What mortal eloquence aſpire to raiſe, 

To him a tribute of ſufficient praiſe, 

Who, touch'd with pity from his fatber's fide, 
To earth deſcended, and for mortals died! 
For themes like theſe, all human ſkill how vai, 
"Tis only angels can the beight attain. 

Ev'n thou, lov'd ſage! tho? next their order 

plac'd, 

By wiſdom honor'd, and by virtue graced, 
To bleft immortals muſt the taſk reſign, 
Till all the liberty of Heav'n be thine, 


Þ 0 Eu 58. 73 
To Tur Ricnr Rev. Ds. WHITE, 


| On our travelling together, Auguſt 1788. 


On thou, whoſe meek and unaffeted grace, 
Shines with ſuch luſtre in that ſacred place, 
Where flow thy leſſons, pious and ſincere, 
In ſtrains fo grateful on the lining ear. 
Here as I mark, thy robe of ſpotleſs white, 
My fancy flies, to thoſe gay ſcenes of light, 
Where lifted far, above theſe mortal ſhores, 
Heav'n opens wide its everlaſting doors; 
There, as at home, thy ſpirit all ſublime, 
Beyond the reach of ſorrow, care or time, 
Methinks I ſee, irradiated glow, 

An angel now, as once a ſaint below ! 

Oh may the thought prophetic juſtly prove, 
And I ſo bleſt, in thoſe high realms above, 
As once the partner of thy journeys here, 
'To be the witneſs of thy triumphs there. 


H 
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Oh nobleſt proof of mercy ſhewn to man 

Who can thy wonders ever hope to ſcan ; 

What mortal eloquence aſpire to raiſe, 

To him a tribute of ſufficient praiſe, 

Who, touch'd with pity from his fatber's fide, 

To earth deſcended, and for mortals died 1 

For themes like theſe, all human (kill how vag, 

"Tis only angels can the height attain. 

Ev'n thou, lov'd ſage! tho? next their order 
plac'd, K 

By wiſdom honor d, and by virtue graced, 

To bleft immortals muſt the taſk reſign, 

Till all the liberty of Heav'n be thine, 
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To Taz Ricat Rev. Ds. WHITE, 


On our travelling together, Auguſt 1788, 


On thou, whoſe meek and unaffected grace, 
Shines with ſuch luſtre in that ſacred place, 
Where flow thy leſſons, pious and ſincere, 
In ſtrains ſo grateful on the lining ear. 
Here as I mark, thy robe of ſpotleſs white, 
My fancy flies, to thoſe gay ſcenes of light, 
Where lifted far, above theſe mortal ſhores, 
Heav'n opens wide its everlaſting doors; 
There, as at home, thy ſpirit all ſublime, 
Beyond the reach of ſorrow, care or time, 
Methinks I ſee, irradiated glow, 

An angel now, as once a ſaint below ! 

Oh may the thought prophetic juſtly prove, 
And I ſo bleſt, in thoſe high realms above, 
As once the partner of thy journeys here, 
'To be the witneſs of thy triumphs there. 
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Written at Bethlehem, June 111th 1785. 


On Bethlehem! dear romantic rural ſhade, 
By pious hands, for contemplation made, \ 
I joy once more to ſhare thy fragrant breeze, 
To take my walk beneath thy lofty trees, 

To wind along the margin of thy ſtream, 

And there invoke the muſe's fancied dream; 
Or ſtray along thy groves, where heav'n beſtows 
Health unimpair'd and undiſturb'd repoſe. 

How ſweet to view, along the flow'ry lawn 
Thy tribes, Oh Bethlehem! by devotion drawti 
In ſocial meetings, offer ſocial prayers, 

And with the ſympathetic ſenſe, allay their cares. 
How ſweet to ſee your peaceful train deſcend 
The graſſy hillocks which to Lehigh tend, 
There, in ſoft converſe, innocently gay, 

With ſong of birds, protra the fleeting day. 
How clear, Monockaſey, thy waters glide, 

What beauteous willows fan thy filver tide, 
What velvet meads adorn thy winding thore, 
What hills ſtupendous round its vallies ſoar, 
What induſtry theſe buildings mult have rear'd, 
What holy virtues their abodes endear'd, 
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Where eaſe and labour keep alternate ſway, 

And minds unrufled—mark not life's decay. 
Muſic ! thou ſource of pleaſures moſt refin'd, 

Thou ſofteſt ſoother of the penſive mind, 

Not here a ſtranger is thy porent charm, 

Which can the ſoul with fire celeſtial warm. 

When evening, with her mantle, vells the iky, 

Then clouds of incenſe, from theſe vallies fly, 

Then vocal adds to inſtrumental praiſe, 

And all the village its glad homage pays. 

Oh then, may Heaven accept the grateful ſtrain, 

Nor let the ſervice be perform'd in vain, 

But with unnumber'd bleſſings crown the fields, 

Whoſe happy owners his protection thields. | 
Adicu, ſweet ſhades! accept theſe haſty lines, 

A friend, in honour of your charms, deſigus; 

'Tho* weak the verſe, yet is the bard ſincere, 

Who theſe lov'd vallies viſits once a year, 

And hopes, yet long, with annual joy to ſee, 

His fav'rite Beth'lem from afllitions free. 
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On very accompliſhed Young Lady of Pöbi. 
ladelplia, inſcribed to M1S$ A, BRODEAU, 


Oui hatt thou teen. amldſt the flowers of ſpring, 
Some beauteous roſebud, glowing on the thorn; 
Or haſt thou ſeen, perchance, amid the vale, 
The lovely violet, ſpreading incenſe round: 
Such is the ſenſe, my Annabel, to ſee, 

In youth and beauty's ming!ed charms array'd] 
Nor theſe alone, ſuperior to the flow*ry tribes; 


- Her's are the tints, of an unfading bloom, 


The ſoft accomplithments, that ſuit the fair, 

But which nor fade, nor wound us while they 
charm z 

Her's are the powers of animated ſong, 

By magic muſic, all ſubduing made; 

Her's is all nature—ſince her pencil juſt, 

Transfers to us its various powers to pleaſe; 

Her's is the tongue of Gallia's poliſh'd Court, 

By female accents moſt attrative made. 

But what are theſe, or thouſand talents more, 

'To that polite benignity of mind, 

Which, like the ſun, pervading every orb, 
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spreads light and joy and happineſs around: 

This would I praiſe; but when compar'd, my 
verſe 

Shrinks from the theme, as from, herſelf, the 
roſe. 
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To Mas. HENRY, 


On ſeeing ber perform the part of Ariel, in 
Shakeſpeare's Drama of the Tempeſt. 


Nor feign'd, but real, magic powers you ſhare, 

Divine your ſong, and ſoft your graceful air, 

The one commands us, as the t'other charms, 

And Ariel ſways, with unreſiſted arms. 

Well pleas'd indeed, your liberty we ſee, 

But loſt is 0ur's——th* enchanted ſlaves are we. 
The Audience, 
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Beavrzovs, ſmiling, gay, ſerene, 
Hither comes my fairy queen! 

Queen of all the roſy hours, 
Queen of woods, of groves, of flowery, 
Soft her ſhape, divine her air, 

Who like Annabel is fair? 


II. 
Winter has ibe chas'd away, 
With her ſprightly roundelay, 
Now ſhe uſhers in the ſpring, 
Bring your flutes, your chaplets bring, 
Hither ſhepherds, haſte away, 
Crown her goddeſs of the May! 


III. 
Painting, muſic, dance and ſong, 
All of theſe to her belong, 
Theſe ſhe bids the hours to cheer, 
Theſe to crown the feftive year, 
Magic force of art divine, 
All, my Annabel, is thine ! 
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IV. 
See what grace in every move, 
Woos to honor, woos to love, 
Yet nor grace nor art I prize, 
Like thoſe lovely ſparkling eycs, 
Which around a luſtre throw, 
EqualPd by no jewels glow ! 


| V. 
Happieſt he, the happy ſwain, 


Who the lovely nymph may gain, 


Crown'd with art, with nature's powers, 
Sweet ſhall flow his jocund hours, : 
Ever happy, cheerful, free, 
Shar'd, my Annabel, with thee? 
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To Mas. HODGKINSON, 


On hearing ber ſing a Rondeau, compoſed by 
Mr. Linley, at the City Concert, Decem- 


ber 15, 1792. 


Barran no more her hoſtile legion pours, 
Nor hurls her thunders on theſe weſtern ſhores: 
No more to conquer the directs her arms, 
But tries the magic of her minſrels charms, 
Acroſs the ocean, bids her flily move 
'To woo the deſart with ſoft notes of love, 
And every ear, ambitious to ſubdue, 
Commits the taſk to melody and you! 

Now, on each breeze, the melcing ſounds we 

hear, 

That crown fair Sally goddeſs of the year: 
The primroſe now adorns the verdant hill, 
And Blackbird's notes th* enchanting vallies fill, 
The lovc- ſick ſwain invites to range the grove, 
And cull ſweet flow'rets for the nymph he loves: 
Around her brow ſo modeſt and fo fair, 
dne condeſcends the ambrofial wreath to wear. 
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And all the winter's deſolating ſway, 

Touch'd by thy wand, returns to chearful May! 

Oh bleſt the hour! when 'mid the beauteous 
throng, 

The ear enraptur'd hung upon thy ſong, 

When for a moment huſh'd all vulgar cares, 

One face of joy the bright aſſembly wears, 

When !ove's keen darts combining with the 
found, 

From beauty's eyes direct their influence round, 

And every heart the happy moments o'er, 

still in idea would their charms reſtore. 
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SONNET to a Wall Flower. 


Sweet Flow'r, the earlieft harbinger of ſpring! 
Permit the muſe to celebrate thy bloom, 
The yellow tincture of thy painted wing, 

Thy verdant foliage and thy rich perfume. 


Yet theſe alas ! and all thy fading charms, 
Are but the emblems of our changeful fate; 

From ſpring, ſurrender'd into winter's arms, 

From grave to gay, from lively to ſedate, 


Yet teach us ill like thee t' enjoy the hour 
That now to mirth and gaicty's decreed, 
And leave the reſt to that ſuperior pow'r, 
Who beſt can tell what proſpects ſhould ſucceed, 
$0 ſhall ſweet hope our boſoms long ſuſtain, 
And free them, from at leaſt, anticipated pain. 


\ 
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SONNET to May. 


Sweer month of May I love thyfragrant flowers, 
Thy cheerful aſpect and thy vocal train, 

Yet more I prize thee, for thoſe happy hours, 
Which gave thy Anna to adorn thy reign. 


Thy charms ſo fleeting, pleaſe us but a while, 
And then to June's more ardent climes convey; 

But the mild magic of thy Anna's ſmile, 
Throughout the year extends perpetual May 


Ev'n amid winter's deſolating ire, 
Her notes ſo ſoft delight the penſive ſhade, 
May ſtill is heard—as vocal in her lyre, 
And itill is ſeen as blooming—in the maid, 
Oh long protect the day her birth endears, 
And crown it with more joy the oft'ner it appeari. 


- a 
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SONNET to the Minionett. 


SWEET flower, admit the muſe's artleſs pralle 
Tho! modeſt thou, and ſhunning loud acclaim 
Yet none of all thy brilliant nation pays, 
A price more ſweet for the reward of fame. 


Tho? not remark q for beauty's tranſient glow 
Yet ſcents ſo ſoft, few of thy race impart; 

"Tis thine without the glare of vulgar ſhew, - 
To gladden moſt the cinctures of the heart. 


Oh Rill prepare thy aromatic gale, 

To grace Lucinda, pride of blooming ſpring: 
Let her gay boſom all thy ſweets exhale, 

And but for her thy fragrant incenſe bring, 
80 ſhall the honors that are juſtly due © 
To her be ſometimes conſecrate to you. 
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SONMNET 1 
To Miss THOMAS, - 


With one to Hope, copied at that Lady's re- 
queſt, November 1790. | 


Now, dreary winter ope's her gloomy reign, 


And tears the face of gladneſs from the year, 
What but gay Hope could mitigate our palin, 
Or check the falling of the mourner's tear! 
The flowers whoſe beauty every ſenſe regal'd, 

The trees whoſe branches gave the friendly 
ſhade, | 
The lovely verdure that o'er all prevall'd, 
And in the richeſt robe the earth array'd !-- 
Now ceaſe to charm=nor dare a ſingle bird, 
Mid all the ruin tune th? cleglac ſong ; 
"Tis man alone whoſe fond complaints are heard, 
And Hope ſuſtains his trembling ſteps along ! 
How wiſely you the flatt'ring magic prize, 
Which *mid the preſent ills bid ſuch bright vi- 
fions riſe ! 
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SOWNEP * 
To THA L IA, 
On tht return of the Comedians to Phils 
delphia, November 1 790. 


Wercons; thrice welcome, to theſe en 
pling 
Where winter ſpreads his deſolating ſway, 
While o'er the meads his ſavage frenzy reigns, 
Oh light the ſtage, and all thy frolick's play ! 
Thy ſpells ſhall ſooth the aching breaſt that ſighs 
O'er nature's charms, now in ſuch ruin loſt, 
New ſcenes of life ſhall at thy mandate riſe, 
And wit reſift the keeneſt powers of froſt. 


The ſprightly lyre, the dance forever gay, 
The hum'rous faree, the all enlivining ſong; 

Theſe teal, unfelt, the tedious hours away; 
Theſe ſmoothly urge life's fleeting tide along. 

Oh then, ſweet nymph! once more thy ſports 

reſume, 

And, ſpite of winter's ſows, bid thy bright 

flow'rets bloom, 
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SONNET 
To MELPOMENE, 


Nox thee, Melpomene, the muſe diſdains, 
Tho” ſad thy look, and fierce thy raging ire, 
For reaſon till thy energy ſuſtains, 
And polith'd manners grow beneath thy lyre! 


he tear to ſhed oꝰer Cato's ſacred urn, 
To feel with Romeo all the lover's pain : 
Theſe teach the ſoul with juft delights to burn; 
Theſe, erring paſſion's mad'ning tide reſtrain. 


Such are thy powers, oh nymph ! of tearful eye, 
Whoſe very terrors teem with nobleſt truths; 
Beneath thy thorns ſtill may we roſes ſpy, 
If wiſdom charm us, or if pity ſoothes. 
Oh let us then thy lov'd monitions prize, 
Taught by whoſe ſorrows we grow cheaply wiſe, 
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SONNET to the New Year 1791. 


Har, riſing year, whoſe bright auſpicious morn, 
Teems with ſuch triumphs to this weſtern ſhore, 

What further honors ſhall thy reign adorn? 
What num'rous bleſſings, public faith reſtore? 


While other nations, fond of hoſtile arms, 
Prepare to meet in war's enſanguiw'd field, 
Here ſtill, oh peace! diſplay thy lovely charms; 

And here, oh plenty ! {ill thy treaſures yield. 


So ſhall the world embrace theſe fond retreats, 
Where rural arts and poliſh'd ſcience reign, 

Where liberty and law have fix'd their ſeats, 
Unknown the nobles or the deſpots chain. 

So ſhall Columbia, wich each riſing year, 4 

Crown'd with freſh fame to brighter glory ſteer 


1 2 


90 . 


To ANNA, 
\ September 20th, 1787. 


Ser here return'd, fair nymph, the lover's lay, 
To which, thy muſic ſhall new grace convey; 
*Tis that muſt give it power to reach the heart 
Beyond what feeble language can impart ; 
Cloth'd in that dreſs—it cannot fail to wound, 
The boſom mov'd with magic of ſweet ſound ! 
Oh ! had thoſe bards, who in ſuperior days, 

Their lyres attun'd to love and beauty's praiſe, 
Surviv'd the wreck of all deftroying time, 

And flouriſh'd in this weſtern changeful clime, 


What various homage, every muſe had paid, 


To ſo accomplith'd and ſo fair a maid ! 


Each had extoll'd, as each had chanc'd t'admire 


Her worth, her beauty, or her ſkilful lyre; 

But fince they now, in fields of ſweet, repoſe, 

Nor heed our pleaſures, nor partake our woes, 

Oh ſay, may one inferior muſe eſſay, 

In their receſz—the debt of praiſe to pay, 

And wreathes of honour round that brow to 
twine, 

Which, were they preſent, would adorn the nine, 
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A New Year's Offering 


To Miss MARTIN, 


Oxz dance, no more the fair allow'd, 
And bade me her adieu; 

At once I quit the dazzling crowd, 
But ſtill her charms purſue. 


That face ſo mild, that graceful air, bo, 
That bloom of youth ſo gay, = 
Who could have ſeen, and not deſpair 

To find it fled away. 


Retir'd, I ſtill indulge the dream, 
Which late ſuch pleaſure gave, 
And making till the dance my theme, 
Would fain that pleaſure ſave. 


Not ſo may Martin's paſk away, 
Like mine, too quickly o'er, 

But each revolving year convey, 
Yet greater than before. 


Be health and beauty long her own, 
And joys without decline, 
As lovely always as the ſhone, 


At cloſe of eighty- nine. 
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To ANNA, 
With a Ribbon for ber Guitar, 


Oer had I wiſh'd, round Anna's brow, 
The laurel wreath to twine, 

But never could diſcover how 
To make that honor mine. 


That brow ſo fair, the muſes crown, 
With their celeſtial bays; 

What hopes to add to the renown, 
Which their applauſe conveys? 


All then to which I can aſvire, 
To which my hopes may tend, 
Muſt be to her enchanting lyre, 
A Ribbon wreath t'append. 
That lyre ſo ſweet—immortal pow'rs, 
Do you from harm defend, 
And long on Anna's happy hours, 
Bid your beſt gifts deſcend. 
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Sent February 6th, 1789, to Mi A. M. 
Brodeau, with Plutarch's Lives. 


To muſic's pow'rs, to painting's lovely ſcenes, 

To all that art or elegance can give, 

Brodeau, intent her youthful years to grace, 

With every charm of intellectual kind: 

From Greek and Roman annals ſeeks to add 

Another wreath of more perpetual fame ! 

Amid antiquities* auguſt remains, 

She culls the flowers which time has deign'd to 
. ſpare, | 

Nor ſatisfied with all the modern gives, 

Pants for the knowledge of remoteſt times. 

Oh long may ſuch purſuits adorn the fair, 

Improve of youth the tranſitory reign, 

And with new beauty decorate its bloom, 

So ſhall th* hiftoric muſe that ſees the zeal, 

Which leads thus early to her ancient fane, 

When the records upon her faithful page, 

Theſe vernal days to ſcience ſo devote, 

Around their courſe unuſual luſtre throw, 

And crown the future with approving ſmilesy 


* 


e 

- On 4 Wall in the State-Hoſe Tard, 
How ſweet to range with Delia o'er the green, 
To ſce her ſmile and hear her geatle talk, 


While Cynthia's rays illume the verdant ſcene, 
And ſhed a glory *round our evening walk, | 


Joy to the breaſt which plann'd this ſoft retreat, 
And deck'd with trees and graſſy ſods the plain: 

Around his couch may guardian angels mect, 
And diſſpate the ſhafts of grief and pain. 

If the rude warrior, whoſe intemp'rate zeal, 
Oft in a day lays waſte tlie toil of years; 


If he may ſee the trophy grace his ſteel, 
And look for honors on the field of tears. 


Oh! how much more ſhall he be crown'd by fame, 
Who form'd for lovers this auſpicious grove, 
Where trembling lips may own the conſcious 

flame, 
And nymphs, relenting, may be woo'd to love, 


Who can relate what joys in future times 
Theſe winding walks to thouſands thall impart 
What bards immortal here may tune their rhymes, 
Or wake to ecſtacy the feeling heart, 
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How vaſt the bliſs theſe gravell'd rows may yield 
To many a nation whoſe aſſembl'd peers, 
May plan their ſyſtems on this ſpacious field, 
And in a moment form the weal of years. 
Even now the ſages whom the land convenes, 
To fix her empire and preſcribe her laws, _ 
While penſive wand'ring thro* theſe rural ſcenes, 
May frame their counſels for a world's applauſe 
But moſt for you, enraptur'd ſwains, I feel, 
Whoſe fate more nearly is allied to mine, 
Who, here, your withes or your fears reveal, 
Or ſportive garlands for your Hellas twine. 
Oh ! if perchance, the nymph mould here approve 
Your conſtant ardour, or your faithful vows, 
Think on the founder of the bliſsful grove, 
And let your laurels grace his honor'd brows. 
For me, oh Delia ! long may Heav'n beſtow 
Thy much lov'd preſence on my fleeting hours: 
"Twill beſt protect me from the ſenſe of woe, 
And - decorate through life, my path with 
Ho S. en 
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SONG, 

To the air of * The Topſail ſdivers in the 
« Wind,” 


Tue Budding flowers their tints diſplay, 
And yield a ſweet perfume, 

The birds proclaim approaching May, 
And ſee—the foreſts bloom; 

But neither birds nor flowers nor trees, 

Unleſs Amynta's by, can pleaſe.— 


For tuneful birds in vain muſt ſing, 
And flowers neglected blow, 
Unleſs Amynta, on the ſpring, 
Her cheerful ſmile beſtow : 
She, lovely maid, een winter charms, 
And of its icy rage diſarms ;— 


Oh then around her temples bind, 
Sweet ſpring thy roſeate wreath, 

*Twill catch new beauties from her mind, 
And there freſh fragrance breath. 

Ye muſes waft her honors far, 

And love be thou, her leading ſtar. 
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Lines under a Painting of an Head of our 
Saviour crowned with thorns, done in 
Ttaly on Stone, and preſented by me ts 
the Rev. Mr. Abercrombie. . 


PaTixcs and love, and charity divine, 
Around his brow their mingled honors twiney 
Saviour of men ! while gazing on thy face, 
Permit a ray of thy celeſtial grace 

To wake the ſoul to feelings like thine own, ' 
Which breath ſuch ſoftneſs even in a ſtone. 


* 
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To rar Revexeny Ma. JOSEPH © 
HUTCHINS, 
On being preſent at an Examinatian beld at 
bis Academy for Young Ladies, Fune 23, 
1789. 


As Aands the gardner mid his vernal bowers, 
And marks with joy their variegated flowers, 
Obſerves with rapture, every blooming grace, 
And ftill improves the beautics of the race; 
80 Hutchins thou amid the ſweet parterre, 
Of lovely nymphs, who claim thy guardian care, 
With eye attentive, markſ each bud that blows* 
And form'ſt the whole, to bloſſom as the roſe ! 
Modeſt like thee, each tender plant ſhall riſe, 
In manners ſimple, as in condu wiſe, 
In learning ſxill'd, in uſeful arts array'd, 
Conſcious of worth, but careleſs of parade; 
What fair renown awaits thy ſetting years, 
When theſe ſhall act in their expected ſpheres, 
And till protecting, on their wings, thy fame, 
To times remote, ſhall bear thy bonor'd name: 


elne. 99 


Yet is not thine, the care of diſtant praiſe, 
But how to fill with uſefulneſs thy days, 
To teach the virtues, which adorn the ſoul, 
And live a pattern of the finith'd whole. 
Go on, good Sir, the noble path purſuc, 
The brilliant goal, ſhall be at length in view, 
And theſe ſweet flowers, fruits of thy culture 

now, 

Shall ſoon be chaplets to adorn thy brow, 
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To Tur Rxv. Ma. BLAGROVE. 


On bearing bis Anthem performed at St. 
Peter's Church, July 4, 1790. 


By pious ſpells the paſſions to controul, 

And lifc to Heav'n the penetrated ſoul, 

From low purſuits to turn its wayward eye, . 

And fix its fondneſs on its native ſky, 

Muſic to ftrip of fripperics of art, 

And bid its leſſons meliorate the heart, 

Is thine, ſweet Bard ! whoſe modulated ftrain, 

Enchants the car, and thrills through every 
vein! 

Long hath our Zion mourn'd its harp un- 

firung, 

In ſilent torpor, on the willow hung ; 

No ſolemn dirge the melted ſoul inſpires, 

Nor ſacred anthems riſe from hallow'd choirs: 

"Tis thine the taſte ſo dormant to reſtore, 

And bid freth clouds of vocal incenſe ſoar 

"Tis thine to prove how eloquent the verſe, 


Form'd the Creator's bounties to rehearſe, 
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How far ſuperior to all other lays, 
Thoſe that ariſe to his tranſcendant praiſe. 

By years adorn'd, endear'd by manners mild, 
« In wit a man, ſimplicity a child ;” 
What grief, misfortunes, ſhould thoſe years aſſall, 
Or gloomy care ſhould o'er thy ftrength prevail, 
Yet ſure the magic of thy notes ſoft flow, 
Thy temples crown'd with venerable ſnow, 
Thy fervent plety, and blameleſs life, 
Thy num'rous children, and thy much-lov* 

wife, 

Thy holy orders and accompliſh'd mind 
shall in the good a certain refuge find 
Theirs be the joy thy ſetting days to cheer, 
And with freih light to animate thy ſphere, 
The nobileft art, in thee to crown with bays; 
And mingle Charity's with Muſic's praiſe. 
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Lines Written at a Country Seat near this 
City, on ſeeing crouds , paſſing to the ſo 
Juſtly celebrated Garden of Mer Grays. 


How blyth and how jocund to ſec the folks 
paſs, 
While pleaſure the multitude ſways, 
The ſober old matron and ſprightly young laſs, 
All bound for the garden of Grays. 


The merchant from care and the ſailor from ſea, 
The beau from+his balls and his plays, 

The doctor, the lawyer, the ftrait lac'd and free, 
All fly to the garden of Grays. | 


How various ſoe'er the degrees that divide, 
In this but one principle ſways, 

All love their own Schuylkill's romantic ſoft tide, 
And pay their devotion at Grays. 


In truth, what delight can with nature's com - 
pare, | 
When ſhe the ſweet paſtime purveys, 
When water and woodlands, and verdure and air 
Javite to the garden of Grays, 
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Nor only is nature's rich feaſt here ſupplied, 
Art yields too her muſical lays, 

And each ſeems diſpos'd to excel in the pride 
Of decking the garden. of Grays. 


Then haſte here ye rulers ſo wiſe and ſublime, 
Whoſe laws every nation ſhall praiſe ; - 

Behold here with rapture the progreſs of time, 
From wigwams—the garden of Grays. 


And thou, noble Chieftain, whoſe valour in arms, 

Forever mall crown thee with bays, 

Deſcend for a moment, and view all the charms 
Prepar'd for thy landing at Grays. 


There, boughs as they nod, or lights as they 
thine, | 
The fiream as meand”ring it ſtrays, 
Shall fill thee with tranſports deſervedly thine, 
Who ſav'd even the garden of Grays. 


For what were theſe gardens that now ſo de» 
light 
The muſe who their beauty ſurveys, 
But that freedom, the fruit of thy virtues ſo 
bright, 
Still (miles on the garden of Grays, 


K 


Oh long may her bleſſings theſe regions attire, 
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And long be refounded their praiſe, 
To pay worthicr homage at Grays. 


'Fill bards ſhall ariſe of more ſtrength and more 
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Lines onthe performance of Mr. Steele s play 
of the coxscious LOVERS, given out for 
the Benefit of Miss Tux, and to be 
Performed on Thurſday - the 234 June 
1791. 8 


Who can refit where ſuch attractions call 
Where love invites us, and no fears appal, 
Where Thalia ſpreads her tempting wiles around 
And yet no dangers haunt the magic ground. 
Theſe are delights an Addiſon might feel, 
He the ſpetator—and the author Steele, 
Theſe are ſuch ſcenes as dignify the Stage, 
As mend the manners and improve the age, 
As teach the ſoul with gen'rous warmth to glow, 
And conſcious lovers their own bliſs to know. 
Here then repair, ye who protect the ſchools, 
Where virtue's taught, and yet good nature 
rules ; 
show by your preſence you delight to own 
The ſeeds of worth, wherever they are ſown; 
Nor ſpurn theſe flow'rets of a growth ſo fair, 
Becauſe they bloſſom'd in Theatrig alt: 
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80 ad hs 1 by your ſmiles, 
To virtues cauſe devote irs pleaſing tolls. 


At once for this, diſmiſs each lighter aim, 
And in each boſom wake the nobleſt flame. 


For you who boaſt life's evaneſcent ſpring, 
And ſtill are ſporting on its zephyr wing, 
Whoſe youthful hours no clouds obtruſive ſhade, 
From whom to have, is but to aſk for aid, 
Here beauty calls—at her enchanting name, 
What boſom feels not a reſiftleſs claim ; 

"Tis youth accofts you, whoſe perſualive ſtrain, 
On years like yours, can never call in vain 
TTis more—'tis love is in theſe pictures ſhown, 
And fain would teach to make its joys your own. 


From ſcenes like theſe, then who could ab- 
ſence brook, 


When call'd by love, and beauty, and Miſs Tule. 
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The following Zulagium, on General Wasn- 
INGTON, Prefident of the United States, 


written by a citizen of Philadelphia, wa- 
introduced on Monday evening at the 
Theatre by Mr. CuaLuzrs in the 
Dramatic ſteteb, altered from Meſſinger's | 
ROMAN ACTOR, called @& DEFENCE 
or Tur STAGE When the aftor is 
leading before the Roman Lifor, the . 
merits of the flage, and the tendency, by 
— fo * 
thies ESE te teh i em 
eludes by enquiring, what might be the 
Nes ſuppoſed to be produced on future 
times, by holding ub as an example wor- 
thy of imitation— 

A vt nobler ſcene—a modern hero 
Braving the Rorm of fierce impending war, 
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And, in the conflict, ſtedfaſt and ſerene, 
Bearing away the glorious prize he fought for, 
The prize of freedom for his native country 
Yet not ambitious-modeſt and reſerv*d 

From glory's fiold —retiring to the haunts 

Of private graces and of rural virtues, 


Tin calbd imperious, by the ftern decree 


Of public ſuffrage, panring for his ſervice, 

To guide the ftate, in moments of alarm, 

When threatening dangers every where ſurround, 
He quits Potomac and its verdant heights. 
Diſdaining eaſe and careleſs even of fame, 

He dares to ſtem the wild impetuous rage 

Of warring nations—bleeding all around,  _ 
And crowns with peace and happineſs, his owa, 
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Lines «vritten on the propoſed benefit of Mrs. 
WHITLOCK, in the MOURNING BRIDE, 
June 12, 1794. 


From Albion's Ine, when genius takes its 
flight, 
Its ever ſure on theſe bleſt coaſts to light. 
Whether by party or by fancy driven, 
Here ſure it finds an ever foſt'ring Heaven, 
Here firſt it breathes invigorating air 
And learns to do whatever man ſhould dare, 
Here among freemen, lifts its manly voice, 
Fearleſs of ills where all the world rejoice. 
Here Prizfley finds the reſt he ſought in vain, 
And Fhitlock meets applauding crowds again! 
In theſe bleſt ſhades no lords or deſpots ſway, 
But ſons of freedom their own laws obey ; 
Diftreſs of courſe is to the land unknown, 
And guardian ſcience marks it for her own; 
No ſorrows here obtrude upon the eye, 
But ſuch as fancy may perchance ſupply ; 
Woes ſuch as thoſe that penetrate the hear 
When Fhitlock ſtrikes it in a Zara's part! 
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Oh long be acting ſuch as hers allow'd, 

Its full effect upon th' admiring crowd, 

To wealth and peace ahd plenty let it join, 
What e' er can ſoften, meliorate, refine. 
Meanwhile for her, flill may it ſmooth the way, 
That yet remains of variegated day, 

Till ſiſters form'd ſuch different worlds to pleaſe, 
Alike ſhall charm on either fide the ſeas; 

Of jarring nations, form the mutual carc, 

And Whitlock here ſucceed as Siddons there 
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On the Marriage of Mr. Peter Mackie, 
to Miſs Maria Shaffer, of this city. 


So fair a form to ſo much goodneſs join'd, 
And ſo much beauty to ſo juſt a mind, 

Are all that life could with to charm or cheer, 
And crown with joy the evaneſcent year. 

Oh may the powers that innocence regard, 
Beſtow their plaudit of deſerv'd reward; 
Around the pair protecting garlands twine, 
And add to human bleſſinge— the Divine, 
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To Mas. IRWIN, > * 2 
On ber Marriage, 1794. 
Accrrr, my mend, tus antes wag, = = 
Upon your bridal day; Fr 


That ſoft and ſmooth you glide along, 
Life's variegated way. 


May ſmiling peace and roſy bloom 
Your dwelling long ſurround, 

Nor er admit the ſmalleſt gloom, 
The cheerful haunt to wound, 


Let ſweet content and heartfelt bliſs 
Around the fire preſide; 

The joy ſincere—the ſocial ki 
Of nuptial rites the pride. 


$0 ſhall th* unmarried here behold 
i Examples to perſuade, 
Beyond the powers of pomp or gold, 
To love the ſimple maid 


Whoſe honeſt mind -hoſe tender care 
Such pleaſures can impart, 

As now ſhall happy Irwin ſhare 
In his Eliza's heart. 
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On a young Lady and Gentleman, obo had 
the firmeft love for ab ether from infancy 


to mature age. | 


Las 

Each others rapture and each others care, 
Whoſe mutual glanees felt thro? ev'ry vein, - 
Add ſtrength each moment to the pleaſing chain, 
With every ger'rous wiſh, inſpires the heart, 
We 6& il wnliperts WESC De por. 7 
But if in infancy the ſpark aroſe, 


That fill each day with freſher ardour glows, /- | 


Then moſt implor'd is Heaven's propitious caro, 
To guard the lover and to bleſs the fair. | 

The early ſentiments of Damon's breaſt, _ 
The force of Dapline's wondrous charms confeſt; 
His love increas'd with years—for reaſon's voice 
Improv'd his paſſion, and confirm'd his choice. 
Old time himſelf, as rapidly he paſt, 
View'd the bright flame, and bid it ever laſt; 
Daphne had all taat ornaments the fair, 
The modeſt graces and domeſtic care— 
A lovely maid, whoſe heart no malice bore, 
No ftrife inflam'd it—and no envy tore: 
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For others woes the private tear ſhe ſhed, 
A life of virtue was the life the led, 

In Damon's heart, as gentle as her own, 
Reflected all her mental beauty ſhone— 
Oh could the muſe command their future fate, 
Eternal bleſſings ſhould upon them wait: 
Hymen ſhould then the band forever cloſe, 
And all the bliſs that from pure friendſhip flows, 
Each dear enjoyment fortune can afford, 
The peaceful manſion and the ſocial board, 
In ſure ſucceſſion, ſhould around them roll, 
No happler objects ſeen from pole to pole. 
And when at laſt ſtern fate ſhould cut the thread, 
And number this ſweet pair among the dead, 
Theſe lines engrav'd on monumental ſtone, 
To lateſt times ſhould all their merit own. 


EPIT AH. 
« Here lies a pair, by nature form'd to love, 
« Whoſe union happ'ly was decreed above; 
« $0 like each ſentiment, ſo juſt each heart, 
* Death but united what it could not part.” 


TO: 8.0; 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 
On the Condud# of Life. 


Lavy would you with to know 
What moſt can pleaſe us here below, 
It all depends upon the mind, 
Humane, compaſſionate, and kind; 
The heart fincere, and ſocial joy 
That loves to pleaſe and not deftroy; 
The modeſt manners, graceful mien, 
That makes the ſhepherdeſs a queen 
A queen whoſe reign is bleſt at home, 
With ſubjets not diſpoſed to roam. 
The manly youth that owns her ſway, 
Delights her mild commands t'obey ; 
Her every want, his watchful eye 

No ſooner ſees but muſt ſupply: 

And from the morning's earlieſt dawn 
To when the ſun forſakes the lawn, 
His honeſt labors all aſpire 

To bring new pleaſures round his fire. 


Or when the ſpring, adorn'd with flowers, 


Invites to tread her velvet bowers, 
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He only in his Anna ſees 
The budding flow'rs or blooming trees; 
If happy and content her fate, 
Indifferent he—who rules the ftate. 

As time rolls on, a youthful race 
Renew the beauties of her face— 
She forms their manners, and inſpires 
The conſcious brealt with pure defires, 
And ſees them grow, and o'er the plain 
Extend the bleſſings of her reign, 
And is there in the ball or ſhew, 
Such charms as hence delight to flow? 
Can dreſs or pomp alone diſplay, 
In all the power of midnight ſway, 
Bleſflings ike thoſe which flock around 
The pair, who by affetion bound, 
Can in each other only find 
The ſureſt pleaſures of the mind? 
Can harmony, or dance, or ſong, - 
More fitly than to thoſe belong, 
Whoſe hearts do mutually beftow 
Ihe ffteſt melody we know? 

Oh loveiy maid, may joys like theſe 
Thy unatfeted boſom pleaſe; 
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May life's unruffled ſtream be thine, 
Both human bleſſings and divine. 

Oh till may Heav'n' protecting arm, 
Round Anna ſpread ſome magic charm, 
To guard her from the noiſy ſtriſe, 
And ſcreen her from the ills of lite. 
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To Mrss BRODEAU, 
With a Raeſe-Bud, October 21, 1789. 


DEE here, my fair, a roſe eſcap'd the ftorm, 

And form'd to bloſſom *mid the colds around: 

Receive it to thy care, and there preſerve, 

If time will ſpare it till the winter rage 

So ſhall it deck that gentle breaſt of thine, 

And look like ſpring recall'd at thy command. 

How juſt an emblem of thy brilliant fate, 

Whoſe early talents and induſtrious mind 

Prepare for thee, unfading honors in the fall 

Of life, and *mid the winter of thoſe fleeting 

years, 

Whoſe riſing dawn now with ſuch luftre ſhines, 
Oh! on thoſe years may providence beſtow 

Its lavith tide of undiminiſh'd joy; 

Soft as thy notes be their continual courſe, 

And ever blooming as this youthful roſe | 
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Lines written for the Benefit of Mx. Mon- 
nis, on hit performing the Comtdy of 
« the Toy,” | 


Sex, bent beneath accumulated years, 
The hoary vetran of the ſtage appears, 
In ſpite of pain, in trembling age's ſpite, 
He brings a * Toy® to pleaſure you to night. 
Surviv'd the wreck of early friends he loft, ; 
Still on the waves of anxious being toſt; 
Oh let a ray of your mild pity ſhed, 
Perhaps its laſt—effuſions on his head. 
Grown with your growth, his features ſtlll may 
tell 
What former joys your early lives befell: 
To other monuments of changeful fate, 
Let him not add his own neglected date, 
But time's injurious ravages atone, 
And crown the vetran's fortune by your own, 


%%% „ © © US 


0 | 8 O N G, * 
From the French of Je Vai plant. 


Ys, lovely roſe, *twas I that gave, 
Thy earlieſt bud its chance to grow, 

Beſide my cot it's branches wave, 
Where birds their ſofteſt notes beſtow. 


Be ill, fond birds, and fing no more, 
In pity ceaſe your love - ſick firain : 


My lover ſeeks a diſtant ſhore, 
And I muſt now with grief remain. 


For empty wealth of a new world, 

He flies from love, and death diſdains, 
Alas ! *mid angry billows whirl'd, 

What made him quit his native plains? 


Ye ſwallows that delight to roam, 
But yet with conſtant ardour burn, 
Oh bring him to his long loſt home, 


'When you, with Spring's approach, return, 
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SONG. 
In addition to the Air of © Freſh and 
ON eee eee 


Yer, if fairer gales enſuing 

Had the ſhip releaſed from ſhore, 
she, her various way purſuing, 

Would have car'd for ſtorms no more. 


$0 had Cella but conſented 
To have caſed my breaſt of pain, 

Never more by doubts tormented, 
I had ſought the grave again. 

But, like ſhips, whoſe colours flowing, 
Ride majeſtic on the ſea, 

Wealth on every clime beſtowing, 
And ſupporting you and me. 

I had faild through life delighted, 
With content, and Celia bleſt, - 

Every care that once affrighted, 
By her fondneſs lull'd to reſt. 
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; ELEGY 
On the Death of a favorite Canary Bird, 
inſcribed to Miſs Meredith, 


Ys muſes, mourn o'er little Watty's fate, 

His life ſo harmleſs, and ſo ſhort his date, 

"Mid noiſe of war and threat'ning nations? rage 
His voice pacific charm'd us from his cage ; 
By fondneſs watch'd, he tun'd the artleſs lay, 
And ſpent in ſong his little life away ! 

Oh death, relentleſs! could not Watty's plume 
Of gold ſo glitt'ring, have repell'd his doom? 
Might not his days, fo careleſsly employ'd, 
Have one ſpring more in innocence enjoy'd. 
Ah nowhere Mary's charms-ſuſpend not pain, 
In vain is beauty—harmony in vain: 

Poor little bird--thy miſtreſs could not ſave! 
Thy all--her tears—her fondneſs—and a grave! 
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On a Lady throwing Snow- Balls —inſerib+ 
ed to Miſe Emlen. | 


Orr had 1 heard that love's a flame, | 
Form'd to ſubdue the heart, 

And Cupid was the archer's name, 
That wings rhe fatal dart. 


But ne*er till now of ſnow I knew 
The all- reſiſtleſs power; 

When urg'd, it ſeems, by love and you, 
Transform'd's the frozen ſhower, 


From cold to heat—from ice to fire, 
It turns the flying ball, 

Only to prove when you inſpire, 
How you can alter all, 


Thoughtleſs I gaz'd, as on the ſnow 
Your magic touch you threw; 

But when I felt the ſudden glow, 
That from it's preſſure grew— 


I ſaw how cruel was the aim 
That did your fancy pleaſe, 

You lov'd indeed to wake the flame, 
But ſcorn'd to give it caſe, 


* 
—— 
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Then ceaſe, fond nymph, with balls to pelt, 
Than winter more ſevere, 

Theſc—warmer ſuns indeed might melt, 
But thoſe—what hope can cheer? 
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Acreflic. 


M USE, if the ſong you love to raiſe 
I n youth and beauty's well carn'd praiſe, 
$ uch charms as theſe may well invite, 
S uch charms your utmoſt zcal excite: 


B y modeſt graces all artir'd, 

& nd by the virtues all inſpir'd, 

R ich in the graces of the mind, 

C ontented, mild, and juft, and kind, 
Long may the live, by fortune bleſt, 
A nd by her num'rous friends careſt, 
Y cars adding of their gifts the beſt, 
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To Miss LARDNERS, 

On thoſe Ladies elegant taſte in Painting, 

Bump were the muſe to all that charms the 
eye, 

The rural landſcape or the azure ſky, 

Did Lardnery* merit not demand her praiſe, 

Whoſe pencils paint them, and whoſe taſte ſur · 
veys. | 

Nature obedient—ſfits at their deſire, 

And all her images new grace acquire, 

While we, with wonder, mark how on their 
Page, 

Beauties, till now unnotic'd, can engage: 

But where the wonder, when the fair combine 

Their powers attractive with the powers divine, 

And teach from Nature's all · inſtructing ſtore, 

How beſt to love its author, and adore. 

Oh lovely office for the female mind ! 

In heav'n, in earth, in air, in ſea, to find, 

A fund exhauſftleſs of unmix'd delight, 

And what it finds to pour upon the ſight : 

Purſuits like theſe the power of time defy, 

On earth commencing-finiſh'd in the ſky. 
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On the deceaſe of Mi; Betſey White, 
July 12, 1782. | 


An me! how tolls rhe ſolemn bell around, 
That beauty dies and ſinks into the ground, 
In prime of life, in innocence's charms, 
She falls a victim to death's conquering arms, 
And from the tomb—thus warns the young, the 
gay, , 
Their bloom muſt wither and their joys decay. 
Methinks I ſee her ftretched on yonder bler, - 
Bath'd with the fricnd's and the relation's tear- 
A throud ſupply's what filks ſhe lately wore, 
And palencſs lies where roſes grew before: 
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' Thoſe hands, thoſe eyes, and all that 2 
frame, 
q No more our wonder — (ul ata l 
: But low in duſt and filence mouldering lie, 
Unſeen, unnoticed, by the paſſing eye. 
| But lo] her friends around the grave attend, 
In heartfelt ſorrow o'er- her aſhes bend, 
Ah tell me, why ye mourners grieve to ſee 
This much loy'd maiden from the world ſo 
free; | 
Tell me, ye mourners, what demands your 
1 grief, | 
| Now, Heav'n, in mercy has beſtow'd relief. 
Behold this globe, in trouble covered o'er, 
And crowds of people mutual woes] deplore 
dee one here mourning o'er a parent dead, 
Another tortur'd” on rhe fickly bed. 
Yon youthful ſwain grieves o'er an ill-plac'd 
love; 
Yon ancient fire, ſee deepeſt miſery prove. 
The joys of friendſhip, oh how ſhort, how few! 
But pain, how laſting and how hard tſubduez 
Why then, ah why, ſhould tears unnumber'd 
flow, 
When one dear ſpirit leaves its cares below? 
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"Twas late I ſaw her mount yon Ciſtant ſxies— 

Peace in her boſom—glory in her eyes, 

She lean'd on Hope's faſt anchor as her truſt, 

That joy ſhould crown the labours of the juſt, 

Yan clouds were open'd and the maid was ſeen 

In raptures bleſt, wreath'd with eternal green; 

She look'd with pity on the earth below, 

And mourn'd for you, whoſe tears for her now 
flow; - ; 

Like a ſweet angel dreſt in dazzling white, 

She look'd compaſſion off our ſable night, 

While the herſelf taſtes of that tide of joy, 

That death, nor time, through ages can de- 
ſtroy, 

While harmony and friendſhip, ſoothing pow'rs, 

Reward her virtues and adorn her hours, 

She only ſighs for thoſe whoſe gricfs muſt laſt 

Till death's ftern hand obliterates the paſt. 


Say then, my friend, my lovely girl, ah ſay, 
Why ſhall we grieve that Betſcy is away; 
Oh no, but rather let us ſhed our tears, 
For human errors and approaching years ; 
Who knows what ſcenes of trouble are in ftore, 
Till we too reach that peaceful happy ſhore; 

; N 
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How oft ſhall tears yet roll in ſtreams along, 
Mix in our meals and flow ev'n in our ſong? - 


What friend ſhall grieve us, or what wretch be- 


tray? 
How thall we guard thro? life our harmleſs way? 
Happy and fortunate we ſure ſhall be, 
If ſo much trouble we by chance can flee; 
And if when death ſhall bid our tumults ceaſe, 
We die in quiet and but ſleep in peace. 
Oh then, ſupremely bleſt, if ſoaring high, 
We meet the fair-departed in the ſky; 
If then our voices ſhall due tribute raiſe 
To his high name who claim's all nature's 
praiſe, 
Whoſe wiſdom, mercy, juſtice, ſhall demand 
United plaudits from the heav*nly band. 


Then let us leave yon lowly ſpot, where lies 
The only part of this our friend that dies, 

And wait in humble hopes th' auſpicious day, 
When we ſhall follow where the led the way! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF N 
TENCH TILGHMAN, Esq. 


Of Baltimore, in Maryland, April 21, 
1786. 


Ye Muſes, weep o'er Tilghman's ſacred tomb, 
And plant around it flow'rs that ever bloom 
Yours let it be to eternize his name, 

And on your lyres to celebrate his fame. 

And thou, oh honor ! parent of the brave, 
Keep conſtant vigils at thy ſoldier's grave ; 

Let no rude ſtep profane the awful thade, 
Where pious hands have now his aſhes laid. 
Thou too, Columbia. miftreſs of the ſoil, 

To whom devoted was his martial toil, 

Place high his enfigns in the pile auguit, 
Which thou ſhalt raiſe hereafter from the duſt, 
Where all thy heroes banners ſhall remain, 
With the bright archieves of thy ſplendid reign, 
Oh think ! how faithful in each trying hour, 
Thy Tüghman ſought to elevate thy power, 
And let a tear drop grateful on his urn, 
Which honor guards and all the muſes mourn. 
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How ſure the arrows, death, which fly from 

thee, 

Could worth have ftay'd W had 
been free; 

But no—thy altars court the noble tide 

Of precious blood —by fall of chiefs ſuppli'd, 

Who next thall yield to thy relentleſs ſtroke, 

Which, while it tears the ivy, threats the oak: 

Whar nobler victim can thy graſp attain, 

Till his great maſter falls amid the ſlain? 

Oh Walkington ! thy aid is gone before, 

To ſound thy. glory's on that deathleſs thore, 

Where reſt the great, the good, of every age, 

Who deck the poet's or hiftorian's page. 

The crowd i!:uflrious now await thy flight, 

From ſhades terreſtrial to eternal light, 

Where to the laurels, thine fo juſtly now 

They'll add a wreath immortal to thy brow; 

This ſcene triumphal *tis thy aid prepares, 

And thus he ſouthes his abſence from thy cares! 

What various honors, Tilghman, knew thy 

days, 

The warrior's trophy, bound with 0 bays, 

Whether as merchant, patriot, or friend, 

Huſband, or parent, we alike commend: 
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Form'd in all walks with equal light to ſhine, 
'Thine were the ſocial—all the virtues thine. 

A friend inſcribes this column to thy praiſe, 
With mournful heart, but with imperfe& lays; 
Enough for him, if true to merits claim, 

Theſe lines atteſt how ſpotleſs was thy fame, 
And call ſome bard, more ſkil/”d in futnre verſe, 
Thy deeds immortal nobly to rehearſe, 

In times when poets ſhall ariſe to crown, 
America's great worthics with renown, ' 
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To Taz Rev. ROBERT MOLYNEUX, 


On the death of the Rev. FERDINAND FAR= 
MER, who died Auguſt 17, 1786, in bis 
66th Fear. ö 


On ay, my friend, if in this wlemmn hour, 
The muſe may venture to approach thy ſeat, 
To ſooth thy grief ſhe would exert her pow'r, 
| But fears t'intrude upon thy deep retreat— 
Elſe would ſhe mingle all her tears with thine, 
And ſhare the ſorrow that now fills thy breaſt 
With awful filence would ſhe ſeck the ſhrine 
Where now the aſhes of thy Farmer reſt. 


There, as ſhe ſat, beſide the hallow'd tomb, 
She'd mourn the loſs of her departed friend, 


Then ſeek the path to thy ſequeſter'd room, 


And on thy fteps with humble zeal attend, 


But vain her ſervice—uſeleſs are her ſicha, 


Not to the dead can theſe admittance gain, 
Nor of thy notice hope to win the prize, 
That heav'nly objects can alone detain. 


* 
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Yet, to be be ſilent mid the afflicted train, 
Who now the loſs of ſuch a paſtor mourn, 

Wou'd on the muſe fix an ungrateful ftain, 
And to his merit be no juſt return, 


For oft has ſhe the rev'rend father's voice, 
Of things celeſtial ſweetly heard diſcourſe, 
And oft beheld the ignorant rejoice, 
By him inſtructed in the heav'nly courſe. 


His mind humane—his meek and humble mien 
- His ſoul too active for its waſtcd frame; 

All have alike her admiration been, 

And now this tribnte to their mem'ry claim. 


No more his incenſe now aſcends the ſky, 
His voice no more pervades the ſacred dome, 


No more the poor his helping hand deſcry, 
Nor wand'ring mortals hear him call them home. 


His diſtant flocks thall now expect in vain, 
The annual ſeaſon of his with'd return: 
What more for them ſhall now, alas l remain, 
But oft to bathe with filial tears his urn? 


What heights ſublime of virtue muſt have gain'd 

A foul fo pure by ſo much ſuffering tried, 

While hectic coughs, and burning fevers reign'd 
The ſaint ſuſtain'd them, but the mortal died, 
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Now one's interr'd within the ſacred ground, 
With ſolemn rites and fun'ral honors due, 


| The other cloth'd in robes of light is crowd, 
And now enjoys the beatific view. 
Auguft 19th, 1786. 
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EPITAPH 
Pon Miss BAVINGTON. 


Benzaru this tone, now undifſtinguiſt'd lie, 
Youth's roſy bloom, and beauty“ ſparkling eye, 
Features which ftoics might have taught to love, 
Join'd to the artleſs manners of the dove. 

No fairer nymph theſe verdant walks hath trod, 
None more engaging refts beneath the ſod, 
None with more charms in modeſt robe array'd, 
Shone without pomp, or pleaſed without parade, 
Learn, gentle fair, beſide this lowly tomb, 

Not youth, but virtue wears perpetual bloom: 
One now this marble veils from human eyes, 
But t'other glories in its native ſkies. ; 
Merit alone can now endear the maid, 

er deck with honors Bavingtons“ ſweet ſhade.” 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 
Tut Rev. THOMAS KEATING, D. D. 
Who departed this tranſitory Life, 
March 7, 1793. 


Wuar funeral pomp now gleams upon 
ſight, : 

And puts all thoughts of vulgar joy to flight, 

What ſable bier along the darken'd way, 

With ſolemn fleps the mourners now COnvey; 

What holy office of religious zeal, 

Strikes on the ear a deſolating peal; 

What requlems ſound, what clouds of incenſe 

roll, | 

What power of death invigorates the whole! 

"Tis Keating's ſhade, whom theſe ſad rituals own, 

The church who weeps him, and her poor whe 
moan, 


As ſome fond bird from native groves aftray, 
Impatlent flies acroſs Its homeward way, 
With eager wings cuts thro? the fields of air, 
and calls on others in the flight to ſhare; 

So was it his with ſuch a ſtedfaſt eye, 

To ſoàr along the paſſage of the iky, 


N „ n 6 143 


While others loit'ring on the treach'rous road, 
Taught by his zeal, came ſafely up to God 
Oh ! while the ſpring around thy tomb ſhall pour 
The rich profuſion of her vernal ftore, 

While Fleming's eloquence adorns thy ſhrine, - / 
To ſing thy virtues may be ſurely mine; 

With fond regret t'inſcribe the parting ſtone, © ” 
And with the clergy's ſorrows mix my own. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF 
Mxs. NICKLIN. * 


On death thy power nor ſpares the young nor 
old, "yy 
Each for its victim often we behold ; 
Yet is itlong fince ſuch colleQive charms, 
So ſudden fell beneath thy conquering arms, 
As hers whoſe aſhgs now demand the tear 
Of pious friendſhip and regret ſincere. 
Of manners gentle, and of heart humane, 
Too early loſt, we mourn thee now in vain, 
In vain recall thoſe ſprightly ſcenes of youth, 
By wit embelliſh'd, and adorn'd by truth, 
When the fair ſplendor of thy riſing day, 
Each opening bud of virtue did diſplay, 
"Twas then for me in rural ſhades of thine, 
& flow'ry wreath thy hand was pleas'd to twine. 
O might I now with gratitude return, 
A deathleſs crown to decorate thy urn: 
Or flow'rets cull of moſt enduring bloom, 
To hang in garlands on thy ſpotleſs tomb 
But worth like thine can know no brighter crown 
Than yields the luſtre of its own renown: 
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Nor can the ſpring afford more lovely flow'rs 
Than thoſe ſweet virtues which adorn'd thy hours, 
Theſe noble honors beſt thy mem'ry grace, 
No grave can hide them, nor can time efface. 


* 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY or 


|  DocTtor FRANKLIN. 


Oxce more, oh muſe! attend thy ſuppliant® 
call, * 

And grace with honors the funereal pall: 
Not beauty's bud nipt by untimely froſt ; 
Not early graces in their dawning loft, 
Now claim the lay—but learning's ſacred fires, 
And fair philoſophy, whoſe ſage expires! 

Deep in the midſt of academic groves, 
Sce how ſhe mourns the ſon ſhe dearly loves: 
A while forgetting triumphs of the day, 
With choice renowa ſhe wraps her fav'rites clay, 
Around his head, her deathleſs palm ſhe twines; 
And then the charge to faithful fame refigns. 
Senates meanwhile, and venerable chiefs, 
To public honors add their private griefs, 
While hiſt'ry forms her tributary page, 
And ſculpture longs to eternize the ſage ! 

Yet when compar'd oh Franklin! with thy 


name, 
What is the marble, eulogy, or fame? 
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Theſe to no new pre- eminence can raiſe. 

The matchleſs glories of thy uſeful days; 

Nor round the globe a ſpot forlorn can find, 

Where is not wept the friend of buman kind. 
How vaſt, how ſtrong, how luminous the ſoul, 

| Whoſe powers like thine no preſſure could con- 

troul; 

Born to command-as thy decrees require, 

Or falls the tyrynt's rod or light'nings fire: 

Throughout laborious for the public weal, 

No common ſpan could meaſure out thy zeal. 

Heav'n gave to life a more than uſual ſpace— 

*T'was thine to fill it with an equal grace 

Alike intent on prodigies of good, 

Another candidate for glory ſtood. 

Howard, whoſe name humanity reveres, 

Comes in, alas! to multiply our tears! 

He, too, is gone: loſt are the mingled rays, 

Which on the world had ponr'd ſo bright a blaze: 

Obſcur'd thoſe ftars whoſe fair effulgeance ſhone 

From deepeſt dungeons to the loftieft throne! 

But other worlds muſt feel their influence too 

The thought our ſorrow ſhould a while ſubdue, 

Tis rhoſe bright orbs alone are form'd to yield 

To two ſuch ſpirits a proportion'd field: 
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*Tis Heav'n alone can plans of good reveal, 


| Worthy a Franklin, or a Howard's zeal : 


There ſhine forever—brilliant planets, thine | 
Tui earth ſhall feel the energy divine, 
Till liberty and love the world embrace, 


And ſo complete the bleſtings of your race. 
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EN, R , MEMORY OF 
Mus. MARY MORGAN, 
of Philedlphis.. 


Tursx lines accept, oh venerable ſhade! 

By mufing friendſhip to thy honor paid, 

Whatever peace the Chrillian's hopes beſtow, 

Was all thine own whlltt life had yet to flow; 

And when its current ceas'd, from theſe ſad 
plains 

Thy ſoul unſpotted flew where virtue reigns 

Amid th* ange!ic throng to take thy ſcat, 

And there thy race of piety complete, 

Oh ler a friend on earth inſcribe the lay, 

And this laſt tribute to thy merit pay, 

While in that church thy hallow'd aſhes reſt, 

Which oft, whilſt living, ſaw thy ſoul poſſeſt, 

With ſuch an holy with, Jehovah's praiſe 

To fing forever, in thy well ſpent days. 

Oh while above life's follies or its woes, 
Thy ſoul immortal taſtes a ſweet repoſe, 
Impart ſome ray of thy celeſtial morn, 

To ſooth thy friends left in this dark ſojourn; 
O 2 
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And as on earth thy bright example ſhone, 

To lead thy fellows to their maker's throne. 
So now, inftru@ thy friends from purer ſkies, 
From earth to heav'n to turn their weeping eyes, 
And by a life of innocence to ſoar 

To joys eternal thou haft now in ftore, 

In thoſe bright regions of eternal day, | 
To which thy ipirit now hath ſhewn the way. 
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on TEE: DECREASE or 
Miss PEGGY ROSS, | 
September 1787. 8 


On haft thou ſeen amid the bloom of ſpring, 
Some lovely flow'ret lift its youthful head ; 
Then in a- moment drop its painted wing, 
And fall untimely on its-native bed? 
Or haſt thou ſeen ſome ruthleſs ſtorm invade, 
In unexpected hour the ſylvan ſcene, 
To dreary waſtes converting all the ſhade, : 
And ſpreading havock o'er the cheerful green; 
Such was this ſtroke of deatlys relentleſs arm, 
Which neither youth nor innocence can ſtay, 
Prone with the duſt it levels every charm, 
And bends the ſtrong beneath its iron ſway, 


What grief to think the dreary grave ſhould cloſe 
Oer Roſs, ſo late to every grace allied, 

O'er worth that flouriſh'd like the vernal roſe, 
Of all her friends, the ſolace and the pride ! 


But not to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey 
Does heav'n her virtues or her charms reſign ; 
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Thoſe yet ſhall flouriſh in celeſtial day, 
And through the lapſe of ages bright ſhall thine! 
Oh ſay, ſweet nymph! amid ætherial ies, 
How vain and empty do life” s joys appear, 
Compar'd with thoſe which tafte the good and 
wiſe, 
Within the limits, of their — ſphere. 
What joy to mingle. with thoſe ſaints inliglz,, 
Thoſe perſect ſpirits which fyrround the thronc, 
Who taſte the rivers of unmix'd delight, 
And call a paradise gf, lit their own! 
Oh while we deck with fiaw'ry tribute duc. 
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i And thed the tear pathetic on thy. vry, 
1. May we to Heay'n direct our conſtant view. 
1 And tidthet all guy withes, widely türn- 
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ON THE DECEASE OF 
Miss HOLLIN GSWORTH, 


Who periſhed by the giving way of the, Tee 
in crofſing a Creeh in a Slay, January 
1788. 


W nar bect/ning ghoſt demands the elggiac layt 

What other nymph untimely ſnatch'd way? 

Scarce has the muſe to Roſs her tribute paid, 

But tears muſt flow to Hollingsworth's ſweet ſhade. 

| Oh death too potent, thick thy arrows fly, 

No grief can ſatiate thy obdurate eye, | 

The young, the fair, all to thy empire yield, 

From which nor worth can fave, nor riches thield. 
Where were, ye Naiads of the treach'rous flood, 

And where ye draiads of the neigh'bring wood, 

Could none affiſt the falling nymph to fave, 

Or ſnatch her from the water's icy wage: 

Ah no—nor love, nor youth, nor beauty's powers, 

Nor all the virtues which adorn'd her hours, 

Could ſtay the fatal ſiſter's firm decree, .. 

Or from the wat'ry grave could reſcue thee! 
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The ſage hiſtorian, thall in ſong relate, 
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In future times as rural maids ſhall ſtray, 
Where through the meads this current winds Its 
way, if 

Thy bloom, thy merit, thy untimely fate 


Till ſympathetic tears increaſe the ſtream, 
And wider float the tributes of eſteem ! 


Behold where penſive, ſorrowful alone, "1548 
The hapleſs parents ver their daughter moan, 0 
Nor theirs the ſad monopoly of pain, bog 


Each boſom feels and echoes it again; 7 
While pours the Delaware his chryſtal tide, - _ 
Not to the mourner is his aid denied, + 
The River God each parent thus conſoles, + 
As from his urn his brilliant ttream he rolls. 


As ſeek my waters their parental main, 


« $0 to its ſource returns thy child again; 

„As bound by froſt—my waves no more revolye, 
Till Spring's return the icy chain diffolve; g +4 

« $0 death a moment Lydia's form congeals,  - | 
* But then of heav'n th* eternal ſpring reveals! ' 
Oh from the ſplendours of that perfect day, 

„ May ſhe direct ſome animating ray, 4 *y 
To cheer thy boſom, and thy mind refign, 

* 'Till with her ſpirit ſhall aſſoclate thine.” 
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EPITAPH, 
TO THE MEMORY or 
JOHN BAYNTON, Es, 
Deeeaſed— March 1788. 


Fo this fad ſhrine—whoe'er thou art, draw near, 

Who lov'ſt to ſhed the ſympathetic tear, 

Here refts a youth whom honor calls her own, 

Whom freedom lov'd, and whom the virtues 
moan; 

If worth can charm etc no further ITY 

No fairer name adorns the hallow'd ground, 

No ſon more duteous aſks the parent's tear, 

No liſter's ſighs are more deſerv'd than here, 

Pious, ſerene, beneficent, and kind, 

He liv'd reſpected, and he died refign'd. 

His weeping relatives his los deplore, 

They mourn their ſtay—their ſolace now no more. 

Oh reader, emulate this faithful fone, ' 

And let his virtues conſtitute thine own, 

So ſhall thy ſetting ſun unclouded ſhine, 

And Baynton's laurels be renew'd in thine. 
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INSCRIPTION. 


—— 


For the Tomb of the Rev. David Gur- 


FITHS, the late Biſbop Elec of the Pro- 
teftant Epiſcopal Church of the State of 
Virginia, who departed this Life, Au- 
guft 3d, 1789. 


W Hove thou art; who 16% to hed the tear, 
of fond regret oer virtue's ſacred bier, 
Approach with awe this venerable duſt, 
Which now contains the aſhes of the juſt; 
Pauſe o'er the grave where gentle Griffiths ſleeps, 
And ſtill the church her falthfuf paſtor weeps ; 
Thitk of the pattern which his life dilplay'd, 
And form thy own by its Hluftrious ald 

How great his toſw=thou widow'd mourner ſay» 
And ye who cheriſh'd his parental ſway: 
Ye flocks, by, tim with coriftant ardour fed, 
Whoſe hopes he ftrength®nced, and whoſe foot- 

ſteps led: 

Ye ſoldiers, taught, amid the din of arms, 
The milder glories of retigion's charms; 
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And thou, Virginia, whoſe biſhop's chair, 
Is now exchang*d for fun'ral honors here. 

By friendly hands his dying eyes were clos'd, 
By friendly hands his decent limbs compos'd, 
A brothers bllhop mourn'd his carty doom, 
And brother paſtors wept befide his tomb: 
The folemn dirge was chaunted to his ſhade, 
And Smiths bright cloquence his ſhrine array'd 
Angels meanwhile their ſacred gueſt recciv'd, 
And aw with wonder that we mortals griev'dg 
Around his head they blooming laurels twine, 
And give for fading honors, the divine! 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY or 
Miss MEADE. 


Mos, who delight'ſt to ſh the boclal tear, 
And deck with flow'rets beauty's early bler, 
With pitying eye theſe fair remains behold, 
And ſave from ills this conſecrated mould. 
Around this duſt bid vernal roſes blow, 


And here the ſpring its carlieſt tints beſtow, 


Let ſpirits guard as gentle as her own, 
And ſifter graces o'er her aſhes moan. 

Mild as the breeze, the ſofteſt zephyrs bear, 
Was all the converſe of this charming falr, 
Polite with eaſe, without parade ſincere, 

All might have learn'd the ſocial duties here! 
Patience and hope, and plety reſign'd, 

Theſe ſweetly ſhone in her accompliſh'd mind, 
Theſe bore thro? life in ſafety to that ſhore, 
Where human ills can deſolate no more. 

Accept, fair ſhade, theſe votive lines, ſo due 
To worth, to truth, to innocence, and you; 
Let this laſt homage, fond regret can pay, 
Thy bright example every where convey. 
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Teach mine, teach others boſoms to ſucceed, 
In various life to copy lovely Meade, 2 
And from her monument thoſe virrues bear, 
Which all who knew muſt fure have with'd to 
ſthare, - 
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LINES SACRED TO THE MEMORY or 
Docrox HENRY STUBER. 


Waar beck*ning ghoſt beſide yon ancient 
towers, 7 9 
Invites to tread the melancholy Ifle, 
Where awetul death has deck'd her lonely bow- 
ers, | 
And ſits in triumph o'er the dreary pile. 
Is it ſome ftateſman weary of the load, 
Which mad ambition on her ſons beſtows, 
That calls to view the deſolate abode, 
Where ends at laſt his labours and his woes? 


Is ir ſome miſer, whoſe uſurious ſoul 
Could not enjoy what fortune chanc'd to give, 
That now in others would the ſenſe controul, 
That took from him—the faculty to live? 


Ah no— tis Stuber, whoſe enlighten'd face, 
Diſpell'd the miſts of error where it ſhone, 
He ſtill, in death, inſtructs the riſing race, 
And bids them gather knowledge at bis ftone, 


| „ O B w £& rer 
Teaches by early induſtry to ſave, "+ 
The fleeting moments of all precious time, 
If tears of: friend/bip. wishing at. their grave, 
They pant, like him, for laurels in their prime. 
Teaches, like him, with early zeal to tread, 
The paths of honor, learning, ant renown, 
If like himſelf beloyv*d—and mourn'dwwhen dead, 
They'd wit in youth an everlaſting crown. 
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Line rccafuned by the decenſe of Dr. © 
- CLARK80N, of this City, September 19, 
1790. | 


Fazewtr, my friend, it feems we meet no 
more, . 

Amid the perils of this hoſtile ſhore; A, 

Theſe eyes no more thy form rever'd ſhall ſee, 

Nor more thy friendly councils viſit me, 

Amid the glaom of fickneſs or of woe, 

No further ſolace ſhall thy cares beſtow, 

Nor *mid the mazes of this checquered ſcene, 

Thy wiſdom aid me, or thy boſom ſcreen ! 

Gone are the days of friendſhip ſo ſincere, 


Tho? once they ſooth'd me, they now urge the 


tear, 
As flowers of ſpring—ſo lovely once to view, 
But now turn'd painful, what regrets purſue; 
With unavailing grief, I ſeek thy urn, 
And look for pleaſures that are paſt return ! 
Thine now are joys, beyond what thought can 
paint, 
Such as the juſt conſole, and bleſs the ſaint, 
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Crown'd with rich fruits beneath autumnal ſkies, 
The maſter ſaw thee, and beſtow'd the prize; . | 
He ſpar'd thee winter's deſolating ſway, 4 
And took to regions of perpetual May! ' 
There reſt in peace the Sabbath of the tomb 
For thee prepares an everlaſting bloom ; 1 
Let not thy friend then fooliſhly repine 1 
Khun | 

„ thine! 
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Lines written on the decreaſe of Fuanciy 
Horx1n30N, %. May T7gt. 
o 
SwetT spring, advance, and deck with flowrets 
gay, 
The tomb where Hopkinſon's remains are laid 


And guard from ills the conſecrated/thade. 


Ye city trees, protect your patron's grave, 

He once from ruin ſav'd your leafy charms, 
Then, to his honor, bid your green tops wave, 
And fold his urn in your embracing arms. 
Around the ſod may roſes ever bloom, 

And lilies pour their aromatic tide ; 

There oft the lyre, the eleglac taſk aſſume, 
And notes like his, be offer'd at his fide. 
Notes ſuch as once he pour'd at Bremner's urn, 
Lays ſuch as thoſe he offer'd at his ſhrine ; 
But ah! what muſe can make a juſt return, 
For lays ſo mournful, or a note ſo fine. 


Loft to his country is that ſprightly vejn, 
That attic wit that grac'd his claſſic pen, 
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fe now aſſumes a more exalted ftrain, 
And quits for angels the purſuits of men. 
In thoſe bright realms where patriot ſhades re - 

poſe, 

He joins his Franklin-gone not long beforez 
There nature all her myftic wonders ſhows, 
There opens all her variegated ftore. 
From thoſe bright orbs, he ſecs with rapture riſe, 
The roof he labor'd, when on carth, t'erect 
And as its turrets reach their deftin'd ſkies, 
His guardian genius thall the frame protect. 


Adieu, ſweet bard, long may thy mem'ry live, - 
Thy grateful country long thy merit own, - 
This artieſs verſe is all a friend can give, 

"Tis for that country to erect the Rune. 


* The conflitution of the United States My. Hope 
130. defended under the /imilitude of the Newt 
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| 
Lines written on the deceaſe of Miſs An 
| W1LLING, after a long and painful ill. 
neſs, Auguſt 10, 1791, 
Tur arduous conflict then at length is o'er, 


. Heav'n can ali, and ſhe ſuſtain no more, 


Like pureſt gold from the ordeal fire, 

The ore's the brighter, tho? the droſs expire, 
Her mind no more by human tortures prov'd, 
At length has gain'd the liberty ſhe lov'd : 
She's found thoſe ftdres of everlaſting peace, 
Where grief and ſorrow muſt forever ceaſe, 
Where poor mortality's abſolv'd from pain, 
And friends united cannot part again. 

How lov'd a ſiſter, and a friend how true, 
Ye beſt can tell who moſt her converſe knew, 
Denied herſelf the joys of life to ſhare, 

To live for others ſeem'd her only care. 

Oft have we ſeen her ſooth a parent's gloom, 
Whom quick the follows to the Kindred tomb, 
As if ſuch ſpirits could not long abide, 

That death ſhould part them, or the grave divide. 
Oft have we ſeen her, youth's endearing morn, 
With ſparkling gems of heav*n-born worth, adorns 
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With virtues bright, that now around her urn. 


With ceaſeleſs luſtre, drop the tear and mourn. 37 


Fond of the ſacred incenſe of the ſxles, 

oft was it hers to ſee that incenſe riſe, 

Where trees refleQing a religious awe, 

8$cem'sd o'gr her houſe a ſolema veil-to draw, 
Oft was it hers amid the deep profound, 

To hear the organs pious anthems ſound, 

As if mid trials piercing and ſevere, | 
Heav'n lent. its notes to comfort and to cheer, 
To liſt from earth, and all its glittering ſhews, 
To joys more laſting and more firm repoſe. 
Yes, the has gone to thoſe bleſt ſhades above, 
The endleſs regions of perpetual love, 

Where all our hopes, and all our fears muſt end, 
And death ſhall prove our guardian and our friend. 
 *Tis.not for her, but for ourſelves we mourn, 
Whoſe boſoms bleed o'er many a frienſhip torn, 
Who looſe each day ſome pleaſure once our pride, 
And ſeek in vain where next we may confide. 
Oh thou! inſtruct us who the whole haſt plan'd, 
Bid us be patient to thy guiding hand, 

And lead in ſafoty to that tranquil ſhore, 
Where pain and death can deſolate no more, 
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Lines written on the deceaſe of Mrs. MARY 


CorTRINGER, of wand "_—_ ' 


1791. 


Ir hoary age, with filver honors crown'd, 
For deeds of worth, and piety renown'd ; 

If fervent charity's celeſtial zeal, 

That felt for all, and'ev'ry woe would healz 
If well perform'd the offices of life— 

The mother careful, and below'd the wife; 
If theſe bright gems irradiate the gloom, - 
That oft o'erſpreads the paſſage to the tombz 
It theſe can lend a ſalutary ray, 

To light the foul on its. immortal way, 
Bright was thy paſſage—whom theſe lines deplore, 


And warm thy welcome at the heavenly ſhore. 


As oft as mem'ry calls the paſt to view, 


I ſee thee good, and generous, and true, 


Around thee ſhine the hoſpitable rites, 

Worth that enſures ug«kindnefs that delights; 
Beneath thy culture, youth was taught to know, 
The joys eternal that from virtue flow; 
Beneath thy care age loofes half its ills, 

And poverty thy hand with plenty fills, 


. 
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such was thy lite -ſuch from a bounded ftore 
The kind donations at thy lib'ral door 
and now the judge his plaudit will beſtow, 
And bid the merciful his mercy know, 
To thoſe bleſt ſcenes where Farmer went be- 
fore, 
u oats ines 
Thy paſtor once - thy teacher, and thy friend; 
He ſees in glory all his labours end. My 
He bids thee welcome to that conſtant ſhore, 
Where friends, once join'd, can ſeperate no m 
Oh, from the ſplendours of that bliſoſul day, 
Bid ſome bright beam illume thy partner's way. 
Like thine his merit—be like thine his joy, 
And all his bitterneſs of grief deſtroy | 
By this fond thought—that, ſoon in realms of 
light, | 
One ſphere hall hold you and one joy unite, 
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* Lines written on the detraſe of Miſs NM rr 
as FREEMAN, in ber Fikteenth dear, Ju. * 
"I ery THI" nc oor. uu 2, le 
N Sent Get ona ld 

ö "Twas thine, as other flow'rets fate to die: 

1 A few ſhort years have ſeen thee bloom and fade, 

14 And now the vlofſom in the duſt is lad. 

bh i Ine muſe that mourns o'er nature's get tal doom; 
+ Mult feel ſuperior ſorrow ut thy web 58 

Is Where youth and elegante in ruin lle, | 
F. alt ye 20 bridge u Gch the ee b 
J Gone dre the joys of evaneſcent time, 0 


And all thy pleaſures periſh'd in their prime; 
Ours full as fleeting, though they Rill may ſhine; 
Muft ſhortly prove as treacherous as thine : 
Soon ſhalt they lead us to that throng A abode,” 
Where ends at laſt life's viſionary road, 
Where each may find, whatever his purſuit, 
The toil more certain than th* expeRted fruit, 
And life's ambition, pageantry, and ſhow, 
6 But empty tinſel, or ſubſtantial woe. 

* Yet, well for ut, if at that cloſing hour, 

a Our life, like thine, may emulate the flower, 
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Tts growth as ſweet as innocent its fame, 
As much regretted k unſullled name; 
Tho“ winter ſeize us-—yet in other ſcenes 
Of life more laſting, and of fairer greens; © 
The root tranſplanted, by Almighty power 
Shall live and flourith—a celeſtial flower | 


o 
. 
2 A* 0 » # 
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SACRED' TO THE MEMORY" or 
DAVID RITTENHOUSE, Ec 
Who departed this Life, Pune 26, 1796. 5 


Faux, ſeize thy clarion—ſound along the more, 
America's great artiſt is no more— 

He whoſe ſagacious enterprize could ſcan, 

Of ftarry worlds, the motion and the plan; 

In human mechaniſm the whole could trace, 
And tear the veil from myſtic nature's face : 
Me now is gone—whom earth wou'd hold in vain; 
Ris mind enlarg*d=rejcits the mortal chain= 
From deep reſearch and ſtudious labours flown, 
To worlds before by ſcience made his own ! 
Modeſt—ingenuous—philoſophic-wiſe, h 
Who can enough his loſt perfectlons prize? 
Not only knowledge decks the Sage's urn, 

But civic virtues round the pattiot mourn ! 

Of manners ſimple, tho' of taſte refin'd, 

His boſom glow'd with love of human kind; 
His country's weal how ardently he lov'd 

A life of faithful ſervice now hath prov'd. 


4 
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in trying times, as in the proſpꝰrous true, 
No change of state, his firmneſs could ſub due. 

And ye who ſaw him in the ſofter light, | 
Of huſband=<father—brother—give delight, 
Ye deft can tell what his domeſtic praiſe, _ 
Who paſt with you his all- inſtructing days; 
To public zeal! what private worth he join'd? 
How lov'd a parent, and a friend how kind! 

Alas, my country—what a loſs for you ; , 
Who ſuch a maſs of talents ſhall renew? 
Who ſhall reſtore the brilliance of his mind ? 
Or fill the ſpace his abſence leaves behind ? 
What Sage more firm thy councils ſhall adorn? 
What abler artiſt for thy fame be born? 
Who tried in 1kill, in various office tried. 

Ne er gave thee cauſe of mourning till he died 1 

Columbia's boaſt, wherever now employed, 
To perfect ſchemes by foretaſte here enjoy'd. 
Whatever works of Heaven's Imperial State, 
Thy mind engages, or thy thoughts clate ; 
Still if on carth a recolleive view, 

May footh thy fancy, or paſt ſcenes renew} 
Oh! to thy country oft direct a ray 
Ot guardian light, from thy celeſtial days 
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x Inſpire her ftatefmen, and inſtru her youth, 

be... To follow thee, in innocence and truth: 

| on freedoms baſe to rule the rifing ſtate,. | 

| And be like thee in conſcious virtue, great: 

TH $0 diſtant ages thall applaud thy name, 5 
| 2 to fame. 


ent, 


| 
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